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INTRODUCTION 


An introduction (@ an anthology of stories for children, broadly 
herween the ages of eight and twelve, is perhaps dispensable as it is 
unlikely to he read by them. Nevertheless, some explanation for the 
selection in this volume seems necessary. Untike literature for children 
in many countries, in Mndia there is very litle material specifically 
designed for them which has delighted successive generations and is 
alo enjoyed by children today. Here, stories thar have gane dawn from 
grandparent to parent to child are mostly from the Fpics, myths, 
legends and folktales, the Panchatanir, Jataleas, Kathasaritsagara and the 
Hitopadesha. So instead of taking excerpts, anost of die stories in chi 


‘volume stand on their own: only a few have heen extracted from 
novels of well-known writers like RK. Narayan's Susi and Friends, 
Salman Rushdie’ Harun and she Sea of Storie, and Dhan Gopal 
Mukerjis Gap-Necke:'The Story wf a Pigeon. 

The main aim of The Pufin Teasury of Modenn Indian Stories is to offer 


some of the best In; 


ian children’s fiction avilable in English, All the 
authors included are renowned storytellers whose imagination, skill, 
elegant prose and wit hive won them acclaim and awards, They have 
B) ako uiven us stories for children which will endure for times 0 come. 

A few translations are inclnded.Very litle children’s fietion from 
the Indian Ianguages has been rendered into English, OF the 
published material, good translations are hard to come by. 

J have alse done my best to include as wide a range of themes 


as I could. So we have a ghost story, fantisies, humour, historical 
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fiction, real-life incidents, those that sensitively explore the inner world 
of the child, the serious, the light-hearted and the whimsical 

The book is profusely illustrated by some of India’s most talented 
artists, who have complemented and enlivened the twenty-one 
selected works. As the stories showease the best of English fiction for 
children in India, the illustrations showcase the skill and versatility of 
Indian illustrators. 

Poverty, inequality, communal tension, degradation of the 
environment confiont today’s children. This collection also reflects 
these concerns, defly and subtly, Faced with a complex environment, 
the Indian child cannot be a passive observer but is constantly 
qnestioning. 1 conclude this Incroduction with one of my favourite 
pieces written by Mabaswota Devi when she was sitting actoss the 
table in my room: “The Why-Why Gisl’. Even if childsen are 
reluctant readers of introductions, [am sure that those who 
hhave got thus far will relish our why-why git, o 


Mala Dayal 
Naw Delia 2002 


THE WHY-WHY GIRL 


Mahasweta Devi 


“But why? 
The girl was small, about ten years old. She was 
chasing a large snake. [can after hes, dragged her back by her pigeails 
and shouted, "No, Moina, no!” 
"Why?" she asked, 
‘Is not a grass snake nor a rat snake. I's a cobra’ 
“Why shouldn't I cateh a cobra? 


“Why should you?” 

“We cat snakes, you know.The head you chop olf, the skin you sell, 
the meat you cook’ 

*Not this time’ 

“Twill. will? 

“No child!” 

"Buc why? 

1 Gragged her back to the Samiti office where Moina's mother, 
Khiri, was weaving a basket. Come, rest little, I said. 

“Why?! 

“Why not? Aren't you tired” 

‘Moina shook her head. ‘Who will bring the Babu’ goats home? 
‘And collect firewood and fetch water and lay che trap for the birds?” 

Khiri said,"Don't forget to thank the Babu for the rice he sent? 

“Why? Didn't | have to sweep the cowshed and do a thousand jobs 
for him? Did he thank me? Why should I thank hin?" 

Moina ran off, Khiei shook her head, ‘Never saw a child like ths. 
All she keeps saying is “why”. The village postmaster calls her the 
°Why-why ie” 

“Tike her? 

“She's so obstinate and unyielding” 


‘Moina was 4 Sabar, and the Sabars were poor and landless. But the 
other Sabars never complained. Only Moina’s questions were endless. 

“Why do T have to walk miles to the river for water? Why do we 
live in a leaf hut? Why can’t we eat rice ewice a day?" 

Moina was the goatherd of the village Babus, but she was ncither 
humble nor gratefil to her employers. She did her work and came 
home, ambttering, “Why should 1 eat their leftovers? I will cook 
delicious meal with green leaves and rice and crabs and chilli powder 
in the evening and eat with the family’ 


The Sabars do not usually send their 
saughters to work, But Moina’s mother 
was lame, her father had gone te 
faraway Jamshedpur in search of work 
and her brother, Goro, went co the 
forest to collect firewood. So Moina 
had co work 
‘That October I stayed at the Samiti i 
for a month, One morning Moina 4 


declared that she would move into the 
Samiti hue with me. 

Khir said, You won't 

“Why now? Tes big hut. How much 
space does one old woman need? 

“What about your work?” 

“Til come alter work. 

And she came with one change 
of clothes and a baby mongoose, 
Te cats very little 
and. chases 
away the bad 
snakes.) she 
sid. “The 
good snakes | 
catch and give 
to mother, 
She makes 
lovely snake 
cory, VIL bring 


some foc you! 
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Malati Bonal, our Samii ce 
her “whys”! 


told me, ‘She'll exhaust you with 


‘Wohata time I had that October! “Why do I have to graze the Babu's 


goats? His boys can do it themselves. Why can’t the fish speak? Why do 
the stars look so small if many of diem are bigger than the sun 

And every night, Why do you read books before you go to sleep” 

“Because books have the answers to your whys!” 

For once Moina was silent. She tidied the room, watered the 
flowering rangan tree and gave fish to the mongoose. Then she said, 
‘Ti Jearn to read and get to know the answers to my questions? 

She would graze the goats and tell other children all she had learnt 
from me.’ Many stars are bigger than the sun, They live far away,so they 
look small. The sun is nearer, so it looks bigger...he fish do not speak 
like us, They have a fish language, which is silent...he earth is round, 
did you know that?” 

When I went to the village a year later, the first thing I heard was 
Moina’s voice.’ Why is the school closed?" she challenged Malati as she 
cntered the Samiti school, dragging 4 bleating goat. 

“What do you mean, “why”? 

“Why shouldn't I study too? 

“Who's stopping you?” 

“Bor there's no class! 


“School is over? 
“why? 
“You know, Moina, | take clases from 9 to 11 in the morning? 
‘Moina stamped her feet and said, Why can't you change the hours? 
Thave to graze the Babu’s goats in the morning. I ean only come after 
leven. Ifyou don’t teach, how will Learn? 1 will tell the old lady that 
none of us, goatherds and cowherds, can come if the hours are not 
changed! 
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Then she saw me and fled with her goat. 

T went to Moina’s hut in the evening, Nestling close to the kitchen 
fire, Moina was telling her litte sister and elder brother, “You cut onte 
‘ree and plant another two. You wash your hands before you eat,do you 
Know why? You'll get stomach pain if you don't. You know nothing — 
do you know why? Because you don't attend Samiti classes? 

Who do you think was the first girl to he admitted to the village 
primary school? 

Moina. 

‘Moina is eighteen now. She teaches at the Samiti school. IF you pass 
the school you'te sure to hear her impatient, demanding, voice, ‘Don't 
ype Tay, Ask me questions. Ask me why mosquitoes should be 
destroyed... Why the Pole Star is always in the north sky? 

And the other children, too, are learning to ask ‘why’ 

Moina doesn’t know I'm writing her story, Iftold, she'd say,“Why? 
‘Writing about me? Why? 


Mlaseated by Ajasta Gahorbaknrta 
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SHADO 


Prashant loved dogs. With all his heart. But there was one 
problem, His parents hated dows. He tried cw make them: 
change their mind, begged and ple: 


tried to blackmail chem. But they were firm in cheir bel 


that dogs were dir, diveae-ridden, dangerons, diggnsing, disruptive and 
downright doghike. Nethiog that Prashant said or did would change thie 
dogged attitude 

So Prashant did what he thought was the next best thing; He invented a 
‘jl 
thought 


ken 


dog, He made up a gorgeous cocker spaniel. Black. With sof 
f pag . 


like to have a bigger dog—a boxes, retriever or even a Great L 


Prashant. But then he decided to be scusible. “Big dogs eat a lot are difficult 
to hide ffom parents’ prying eyes! So,a black cocker spaniel ic was, Sik-furre 
liquid-cyed and silent. Silene a 

shadow slipping past all 
disapproval. So he called im 
Shadow. Alo because he 
shadowed im everywhere— 
to school, 0 tuition and to. bed 
Shadow never left his side, and he 


always reached down to pat Shadow's 
tufted head to reassure him that all 
was right with the world juse as long as 


Prashant grew to lave Shadow very 


Ulnar 


ch, Ar ifhe were a real dog. And he became very real wo him. Prashant now 
started to feed his pup—stealing bread, milk and bones fom the kitchen 
no one was about. He had bought a plastic how! which he filled ti 
4 dhy with goodies. At fist, of course, he alse had to fush the sogay milk 


wh 


seaked bread down the loo, and it was often stale and sour and made his 
‘mother yell at him about keeping his room clean. Luckily, she believed in him 

doing his own work, so she never discovered the source of the smell 
But, ane day, she milk and bread was gone when Prashant went to clean 
the bowl! ‘Good boy, Shadow! he whispered, After 


er? J that the bowl was regulary licked dean. 
, ‘Do you notice a change in the boy? asked 
bis father. 

"Yes 


I'm ghd’? 


jd his mother, ‘he seems happier. 


"T think he’ too much of a dreamer; said the 


father, disapprovingly. 


“Oh i’ just a stagey reassured the mother, At least 
a dog’ 


also became more secretive, spending: 


he's stopped chat nonsense about wanting 


Prashant was indeed happier, But he 
more and more time on bis own. Alone in his bedroom. His mother began to 


worry and talked €0 her sister who pronounced the dreaded words, Drug’, 
ominously: Peomptly Prashant was packed off to the doctor. But, of course, he 
was clean of anything like that. 

"Do you think your parents ate good to you?” 

“OF course, doctor 

“Are they fair (0 y 

Yves! 

1s there anything you feel they've denied unfairly?” 

‘Well! said Prashant, "L always wanted a dog. Really, eally badly: But they 


won'tallow me to have one. But that's okay now! 
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‘Why not?" 

“Because... And he almost told the doctor about Shadow. But luckily he 
sigh Teer ie ED hc ote wih a 
‘Nothing! he replied, and no amount of coaxing, would get him to break 
mM kW nang tee ae eR eee 
ae 
Ashim. ‘Boys who behave as boys should,’ said his father. 

Fea eer Nee nee 
and snuggled close to him on the upper berth, where they rocked into 


ae 
‘The*hext morning, Prashant had little black hairs stuck to him, ‘Poor 
‘quality blankets on the railway’ complained his mother as she dusted them off 
Prashant’ back was turned to her so she dien't see him grin at the empry 
berth overhead. 

Prashant settled easily into his new routine. He awoke at the crack of 
dawn and went with his consins to the beach and swatit for an hour before 
the crowds came. Then home for a huge breakfasp, Then, holiday hgmework 
ip tem by lh Ten weston EEE eo tte 
going for another walk or swim, then TV and bed. His parents were delighted 
as he tanned and muscled his way to better health. For Prashant there was 
just one problem. He shared Ashwin's bedroom. He had to be very careful 
‘when feeding Shadow. He did not want to be caught in the act. And Shadow 
‘was as good as gold and as quiet as the proverbial mouse. Prashant had tried 
several times to persuade him to come for 2 swim, but Shadow was nervous 


about the huge expanse of water and made it clear that he preferred the 
safety of the bedroom. 

‘The trouble arose when Ashish, the eldest, two years Prashant’ senior, 
heyan to brag about his swimining prowess. True, Ashish was bigger and 
Drawnier than him, but Prashant couldn't bear being belittled Wke this, 
Recklessly, one morning he challenged Ashish to a race, They agreed that 
there would be evo races, one 100 in oF so—the distance was measured by 
two rocks which stood roughly 100 m apart, the other long distance—you 
had co swim as fir ou a you could, or dared. 

“Wish you'd come to see me, Shadow, I'm going to show thar big mouth a 
thing or two" But Shadow politely declined by snuggling further into the bed. 

“Ashwin, wake up... whispered Prashant. 

“Oh yaar, 'm not coming. L watched TV till preccy late lase night. Um going 
co aeep om? 

Prashant shrugged and slipped into his trunks. Bye, Shadow... licke me luck!” 

What're you talking to your pillow for? grumbled a sleepy Ashwin, 
Prshant nearly leapt out of his skin, ‘Idiot!’ he covered up. "I was talking to 
you—wish me hick 


‘Oh, replied Ashy 
sleepily, "Well, best of luck 
and may the best nut win. 


Ashish was already near the gate 

with File Ashiny by bis side, Ashirn was 
very excited about being judge. As they 
walked down co the beach, Ash 


n was the only one 
who spoke."The 10) race will be swum first. Pl sit on Flat 
Rock, you sttrt from Bat Rock, Far the second race, you start at Flat 


Rock after a five-minute rest. You swim and see who runs out of statin first. 


But remember, you have co swim back. Keep enough fuel for the return 
journey—there are no petrol pumps an the way! Heb heh!” 
Pucting their cowek down, they waded our into the water. The harizon was 


1 many pink, calm and beautiful 


Prushane watched Ashim’s hand go up and his voice came reedily over the 


breeze.'On your marks—get set, his arm had only just started to come down 


when Ashish shot out.*Hey”” shouted Prashant in protest but then decided 0 

ry to catch up. Despite the poor start, Prashant pulled stmngly and soon drew 

level with his cousin. He knew he had to get ahead for his opponcnt’s arms 

were longer and would reach the finish line first even if they were head to 

head. Prashant surged Forward ar the very last second. He felt the flat firmness 

of the rock undler his hand and knew ehat he ha won, He came up grinning, 
“Ashish wins! yelled Ashim, leaping demonically on Flar Rock. 
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“WHAT? yelled Prashant, ‘What! Don't be an idiot, I won!” 

‘Don’: be a badd loser, yaar. You lost, L won—that that? 

“T didn’t hissed Prashane.‘I didi’ lose and you didn't win. This punk is a 
lying cheat" Prashant was shaking with fory. He felt like hitting Ashish and 
pushing Ashim off his judge’ throne 

“Okay, Champ. I'you'e so good, you can do it again. There's another race 
yee You beat me this me” 

His taunting voice enraged Prashant further, ‘I will he vowed. ‘You lying 
heat, do it again, Only this time I'l swim so far out, there'll be no dispute 
He saw his cousins exchange an amused, conspiratorial look. He had to win, 
Just had to, 

‘As Ashi yelled Go!" Prashant pushed away from the rock. He felt the 
sipples as Ashish surged shead. ‘Good, let him get abead. This isn't about 
speed, it’s distance? thought Prashant, flliig into a slow, steady rhythm. He let 
the warm silkiness of the water envelope and soothe him. Prashant swam 
further and further, on and on, 

‘Hey, Champ! yelled Asbish bringing hm bacco reali Papin tu 
facia’ Prashane could make out by the APPMRGP SAR ice chat hs 
‘opponent had begun to sre 

"No! he replied and swam on, slow and steady. In the fish of unfair 
victory, Ashish had, started out too strong. Too late he had realized 

hisopponenc’s Anibie AY realized that Prashant was good for another 
mile whereas he needed desperately to can back, And, there was the 
return journey. 

“Hey, Champ, lets agree to a draw and turn back? he suggested. But 
Prashant pushed on, and Ashish fll behind, 

“Okay, okay yaar, you've won. I admit it, Now lets turn back! 

The distance herween them widened, 

“Hee, you wane to go the whole hog?—T aggee, you won the 10)) m roo. 
Td bribed Ashim to back me! 
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His voice sounded faint now. *Tarn back, Prishant. 1 don't know what 
youre trying to prove’ Ashish had stopped and was treading water, He waited 
for Prashant to turn back. He didn't. Ashish yelled at him once more, urging 
him to come back. Then he shrugged a what-ean-I-do shrug and turned back 
to the shore, His cousin was a tiny dot on the blue-brown water. “Idiot!” he 
muttered as he headed homewards. 

Prashant felt happy: He felt strong too, He had no intention of turning 
back. Suddenly the anger went out of him. He wondered why hed been so 
fired up to win a silly race, 

He just wanted to remain in the protective sheath of water. If only Shadow 
‘were with him, Shadowy his bestfriend, confidant [t was better than having, a 
real dog who would lick everyone's hands, wag his tail at everyone. Shadow 
Ticked only his hand. He was his, only his. 

‘Then the energy left him, It was sudden. Not a geadual tiring. Suddenly 
Prashant felt that he couldn't swim another stroke, He turned but all he could 
see was the Sea all around. The shore was nowhere in sight. Growing panic and 
fear clouded his sense of direction. He pumped his legs to keep afloar, but the 
water seemed to reach up, pulling him in and under. 

"Shadow!" he screamed. ‘Shadow, Shadow help ane!” 

‘He sobbed as his arms and legs turned to lead and he felt the demons of 
the underworld suck him under. As he went down, he saw four black furry 
legs pumping the water furiously. [t was Shadow. He had come to his resene. 
“Shadow!” he screamed, as water rushed into his mouth, choking him, And 
then he lost consciousness. 

‘The fishermen found him, awash on the beach. His elothes hod been torn 
by claws, ‘Shadow.’ the boy whispered as the water was forced out of his 
lungs,"Shadow, where are you?” As they carried him to hospital, he mumbled, 
“Shadow, where are you? Are you allright?” But he knew that he wast't..he 
remembered the dog going down, Down into the terrible waves. “Shadow.” 
he sobbed as they laid him on the white hospital bed. 


shadow 


His parents were suinnioned. ‘He’ all right but delirious! dhe doctor 
pronounced. “He's lucky, though, that his dog was there, or he may not 
juve survived? 

“His dog? But, doctor, he doesn’t have a dag?” 

“Oh? Well, he says that his dog Shadow saved him. And there is no doubt 
about it, Thete are clear canine tooth and claw marks on your boy. Your boy 
vwas saved by a dog!” 


Mbustaved by Ajanta Grkathehurts 
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Margaret Bhacty 


THE MAGIC OF THE RED AND GOLD SHOE 


Lata was frst at the water tap. She usually was because 

old Amit, her grandmother, went early to work in the 

homes of the rich beyond the raibway station where 

she swept, scrubbed and swabbed. She would return 

at noon with leftovers of food for Lata; the ved 

Lalu; to hens; Maow the tom cat; Rakhi, the goat; and Kalu, the black dog: 
and chen go offagain ro do the evening chores. 

[Lata never lingered at the tap. And certainly not today—not when all the 
girls were talking about today’ doll-marriage party. What will you wear? 
‘What are we getting to eat? Never before had a match been arranged more 
‘grandly. The plastic doll from the sweet seller’ house was to be married to the 
rubber doll trom the betel sellers, Anyone would be proud to get her doll 
married into che sweet seller’ house, for it was the richest in the lane, and the 
feast world be something to talk about for days afferwards. There would 
doubtless be pieces of stale barf from the sweet scller’s own shop, fried crisps. 
rewari and maybe even buttermilk only a day old, Lata was never invited co 
any weddings. She was shabby, she had no father, her mother was dead, and 
her grandmother worked as a domestic servant, She couldn't provide a feast 
for the neighbourhood children because she lived on scraps off the tables of 
the rich, 


When one i not invited to the most important function on one’ street, 
Just two doors away there's no point standing around at the tap discussing it, 
So Lata hurried away as soon as her pot was fll. She was never invited to any 
doll-marriage feast; but neither was she the only one. Six-year-old Joseph 


‘The Magle of the Red and Gold Show | 11 


Pinto never attended because he couldn't walk after polio had left bis legs 
useless, He sat on his bed in his house most of the time except when Laca 
she did today, and carried him our on her back, ereeping throwgh a 
hole in the raihway fence to the green grass on the other side. Here she gently 
set him down while Rakhi the goat went off to graze. 


Jumping off the embankment, Rakhi titted along the tacks, her hoofs 
tapping on the erose-tes as she went. ‘Rakhi! Come b 
the grass good enough right here?’ Ie never was, for a goat always 
patches further ahead, and of'she went. Rakhi was 3 city goat and knew how 


Lata yelled. ‘Isn't 


es finer 


to Took after herself 

The children favourite plice for playing was a hollow inthe 
cemibankan 
fon the Tine, The hollow was overgrown with short grass now, and Lata 
settled Joseph into it, drawing his legs out before him so that he could 


t Where, seasoris ago, mud had been dug out by men working 


balance where be sat 
Leaning back, Joseph looked high into 
the sky where flights of snowy white 
egrets winged their way towards the lakes 
set in the rolling hills of the national park, Or 


he watched giant jet planes zoom over, 

‘When I grow up. I shall fy’ he always 
said, repeating it every day to make sure 
it would happen. Joseph planned to do 
everything that needed no legs. So he 
would fly like a jet plane or an egret, 
Or he would drive a tain, Engine 
divers didn’t need legs, nor with all 
those many wheels whirling so fast 
to carry thes along. 

Whenever a long-distance main 
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thundered down the track, they watched it go, their hearts beating fast with 
excitement and a little fear. It made the ground heave and shake, and, unable 
to contain themselves, Lata and Joseph yelled and shouted, waving madly at 
the startled faces of the passengers in the windows. As the train flew past, the 
invisible rush of its wings blew agiinse their fices and lifted their hair. Te was 
4 chrilling moment but it never lasted long enough 

“When I grow up I shall be an engine-driver? vowed Joseph breathlessly, 
not looking, at his legs lying side by side like the limp broken wings of a bird, 

“Of course you will! cried Lata, still feeling her heart thudding, ‘And will 
you wave to me as you go past?” 

“Til blow the whistle all the way through here and make Momin Sheikh’s 
pigeons on the factory roof go straight up into the air with fright, and scatter 
the people in all directions, and shake old Amma's house so dhat she will 
shout:"Te’s that devil Joseph again! Nobody else takes a train through here like 
that! He would bring the rof down on a tired old woman’ head, would he?"” 

Joseph was not really a boaster. He needed to talk big sometimes because 
he felt so small and unimportant the rest of the tint. 


Lata laughed as she hopped first on one foot and then on the other. I 
wasn’t only because of the train that she was feeling good. There was 
something else: she liad a secret, and now that she had enjoyed it for long 
enough, she was going to tell it to Joseph 

Standing before him on the slope, she suid,‘I have tem pais!" 

“From where?’ he cried in pleased surprise as she held up che coin, 

‘Amma gave it to me before she left for work? 

Here was wealth indeed! One whole ten-copper coin! And now came the 
sweet agony of eryitig to decide how to spend it in such a way that they 
wouldn't be sorry afterwards. It was terrible to have to sy, "Those peanuts 
‘were not s© good, were they? We should have bought the candyfloss—one ball 
for you and one for me’ But then how to be absolutely sure? Candyfloss went 
much 09 fist, and it left only a litle taste of sweetness behind. Puffed rice 
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‘went farther, And a twist of tofice pulled off the vendor's pole ancl shaped into 
a butterfly or a bind stuck to the teeth and went even further: While a lemon 
drop could last for days if you sucked it only now and then and kept ic 
‘wrapped in a piece of paper in your pocket. 

“What will yon buy? asked Joseph seriously, for he knew this problem 
called for nmich thought 

Lata was quite sure what she would do, We'll have a doll-marriage 


too, and we'll have a feast! So what if theyd not been invited? A 
marriage and a fease of cheir own would make things equal 
Well, almost equal—for it couldn't be much of a marriage 
when one had no dolls. The groom was the wooden 
handle of a chisel with the blade snapped of from Josephs 
house, and the bride was the shore stout stick with which Law's 
grandmother beac clothes at the pond. Both stood stiflly side by 
Side against the fence, with eyes, 2 nose, and a mouth put on with a 
charred stick. For ten paise the feast had to be modest indeed, with 
roasted chana served in silver cups made from paper out of empty 
cigarette boxes they found along the tracks. 

They ate the chana slowly and very solemnly, It would not do to gobble 
them too fast, for once they were gone the feast would be over. Too soon 
‘would their pleasre hecome a thing of the past. Fach chana had to be chewed 
and tasted to the fallest so that they could be remembered to the fullest. 

“We won't tell anybody—not anybody” said Lata, munching. 

“No, we won't tell anybody Joseph repeated, nodding his head, for there is 
ahvays a certsin pride in the posession of a secret of one’s very own. 
However, the real truth way that it hadn't been much ofa marriage. The others 
‘would laugh out loud and thar they could nor have endured. 

‘What with all the preparation hunting for nfoil, running to the station 
to buy the chana fiom che old man at the level crossing there, and setting up 
the bride and bridegroom—the children were naware of how the time had 
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posed until Lats heard her grandmother calling from the lane on the other 
side of the fence. 

But where was the goat? ‘Rakhi! Rakhi!’ she cried, jumping to hee feet. 

“She was down that way! Joseph seid, pointing along the tracks as Lata set off 

flack were something one could be sure of, there wouldn't be any fun to 
at *1f Rakhi haki't strayed so Far that day, we would never have found the 
shoe! Lata always said later, convinced it was all because of their good Ick. 

‘She was running along the tracks, not even Tooking down, when the gleam 
caught her eye. All crimson and gold, it fashed in the afternoon sun. And 
when she went over and picked it up, her eyes opened wide with 
astonishment and delight. A child's shoe—and what a shoe! Of soft red velvet 
it was, with a leather sole, and worked all over ffom end to end with gold 
thread. The te tapered to a fine golden point and curved back on itself, What 
‘was more, it was brand new. Perhaps its pair lies somewhere close by, thought 
Lata, as she searched along the tracks and among the bushes. But she didn’t 
find it, There was only one shoe, Nevertheless, when you have never owned 
«pair of shoes in all your life, even one is better than none 

‘There was nothing magical about the shoe. What magic can there be 
thing thrown out of the window ofa passing train by a wilfel spoilt child who 


should have knowa better? But then again, what is magic if it isn't marvel and 
change, and all the difference between the ordinary and the extraordinary? 

‘The change began working from that very day. Now chere is a way of 
‘wearing only one shoe so that nobody will suspect itis only half of a pair. Or 
better sill, thete is a way to make it appeur that wearing only one is the most 
‘natural thing in the world, and the only reason why more people don’t do it 
is because other shoes are made for walking. This shoe was not 

Every evening Lata carried litle Joseph Pinto ou to a stone bench in the 
nearby park where he could watch the others play. Ie ion’? a park really—only 
a half-hearted atrempt at a park in the open space behind the shanty town 
where the city ends and the countryside begins. The statue in the centre is of 
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the man who first had the idea and donated the piece of land. But he died 
soon after and the rest of the money was spent on this statue, while the park 
‘vas left unfinished. He isa tall stout figure of a man standing on a platform 
and Momin Sheikh’s pigeons, the sparrows, crows and other birds have made 
a sorry mess of him, He is surrounded by a dozen or more small concrete 
posts from which it was planned to sling heavy chains, but the money was 
used up and everyone lost interest in the scheme, Janak Seth, he is called, and 
the children have made up a song that they sing as they play a game of their 
‘own around him: 


Jaak Raja went to Dith, 

Brouglit hack thirteen bolt of old, 
Thiricen bows for thirteen chile, 
‘Some still huoygry, some stil cod 


The one who is chosen to be the mia climbs onto the platform and takes 
his place between the broad feet of Janak Seth, holding 3 long stick i his 
hand. The others skip around and sing the jingle. When the raja 


brings his stick down to strike che closest post, there is @ 

scramble to get to any one of the posts surrounding the state. 

There is much laughter and yelling, much shoving, pushing, 

and hair pulling along with wrenching at each other's 

clothes. Arguments often grow so bitter that some don’t speak to 

each other for days afterwards because all those who don't get to a pillar 

and cling to it for dear life are declared ‘out’ by the raja, However, in the 

nest general scramble they usually get right back into the game. And so it 
goes, endlessly. 

Lata fad never been chosen raja and so she naturally thought it was a 
silly game."Ics the stupidest game I ever saw, and I refuse to play? she said 
since she wasn’t given any place in the playing of it, ‘Ves; echoed little 
Joseph, to whom all such games had to sccm silly. ‘Its the stupidest game I 
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ever saw! So the ewo af them always pretended to be more interested in 
watching the big boys playing marbles or gilli-danda 

‘That evening Lata sar with one ley neatly folded under her, while the other 
hhung down wearing the ted and gold shoe. She swung her leg back and forth 
so that she could see it fash out fiom the comer of her eye. And sometimes 
she held lst leg stiffly out before her as if she'd forgotten to swing it back. As 
she had hoped, she soon had a small knot of children gaping at her where she 
sat, though she pretended not to notice them 

“Where did yon get such a grand pair of shoes?’ asked one of the children 
‘in astonishment. 

Lata didn't answer or even turn her head from watching the game of gilli- 
dlanda; but she was aware that more children were running across to join the 
‘crowd. The sweet sellers daughter, who was then the rija, was left perched 
alone on Janak Seth’ fect and feeling very annoyed about it, Finally, she 
climbed down and pushed her way through the others to stand before Lata 
and Joseph. 

Where did you get them? Is it real gold—all that thread? Who gave them 
to you? For a while Lata enjoyed the sensition, and then she and Joseph 
ooked at cach other and smiled all over their faces, he way we do when we're 
very pleased about something and don't care who knows it, 

“My grandmother bough them for me; Lata said serenely, pulling her shabby 
skirt stright to: make sure that the other foot was well hidden fiom view. 

‘My father could buy a dozen such shoes! sniffed the sweet seller’ girl, 

“Perhaps? Lata responded, “but he hasn't done so yet, has he?" 

She held out her foot, earning the ankle a bit to let them all get a good 
Took. The shoe wasn't good fit In fact it hurt a bit—but for the sensation it 
‘was causing it was well worth a pinched toe or two. 

“It a beantifil pair of shoes; someone breathed. 

“But thete’s only one!” burst out the simple-hearted Joseph before Lata 
could stop him, 
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uly one? How silly! Only ove shoe! Shoes always come in pairs, don't they? 

“Yes, but this isn’t for walking in. Its a shoe for show! chattered Joseph, for 
all this sueden success had quite gone to his little head. 

“Hear that!” sneered che sweet seller's daughter, “Only owe shoe, and chat 
only for show! You should know all abour thar, © Legless One!” 

Poor Joseph’ face fell, for he always felt sensitive about his sorry legs 

‘Itis too!” cried Lata stoutly. ‘Tes not for walking, See?” 

Slipping it off, she turned it over to show them the underside was still 
smnooth and unsoiled. And inside there was a soft sole of grey felt. “Its a shoe 
only for show? 

Te certainly was, and she was not going to waste her time arguing with 
people who refiased to believe the evidence of their eves. "Have you ever seen 
anyone walking in such shoe 
Through the slush by che water tap and che coal dust and the litter and the 
cattle droppings? Of course they hadn't! 

‘They passed the shoe from hand to hand, and Lata watched jealously as 
they examined it 

“Can I try it on? asked one of the girls, and Lata looked at her for a long 
moment, ‘Only for a second—just to see what it feels like’ the girl pleaded. 

This was something new indeed—to be asked, instead of being ordered, 
shouted at or even pushed, And then to know that she had the choice of 
answering yes or even no, She had to be carefal here, and so she said, with that 
cunning that comes from being treated like nothing for too long," What will 
you give me in return?” 

It started off with a piece of rewari saved from the recent marriage feast to 
which they had not invited her. She shared it promptly with Joseph, and feom 
there it went on until 2t the end of the week, she had for him a top without 


2 Along the dusty lanes of the shanty town? 


a point, three plastic bangles for herself fint place at the tap on two occasions 
when she overslept ancl was late and even an invitation £9 a nots 
dolls marriage. 


mportant 
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For only the first week chat was a good run of luck indeed, and Lata had 
reason to feel happy. The conditions laid down for the wearing of her shoe 
‘were stern, It mnst never (ouch the ground, nor be seulfed aguinst anything 
fo wear away the gold, This was no ordinary sho, and therefore it mst be 
treated as no ordinary shoe was ever meated. Such conditions were bound to 
affect the wearer t00, The betel seller's daughter borrowed the shoe for a 
whole afternoon, and she wore it when her relatives called on the 
family fiom their village. All Uhrough the visit she sat sedately om @ 
trunk, one leg folded under her and the other hanging. down 

“What a beauifll pair of shoew cried her gis] cousins, green 
with envy 

“What a modese well-bchaved gil!” sad the elders—which 


certainly was not. But for this excellent piece of foolery, the shor 

cared Lata twenty-five paise, with which she and Joseph treated themselves 
to gaudy pink balls of ice on sticks. They never bought these things because, 
as th 


argued— after they were eaten—they were nothing but fiozen water 
ater all, weren't they? And they had to be eaten fast; otherwise they melted 
down one's chin and were wasted. However, now Lata and Joseph could 
allow themselves such extravagance because the shoe held out promise of 
more to come. 

“IE we sold it, we could easly get # thousand rupees!” cried Joseph, his 
eves shining, 

Perhaps that was wishful thinking—but being raja no longer was, and it 
W238 a proud moment when Lata was allowed to climb to the coveted position 
between Janak Seth's broad feet, wearing the shoe and holding the stick aloft 
Shabby she was,and shabby she would remain-—but at lst 
she had something shor which she could feel important. And this the shoe 
had done for her 

Unfortunately, even the most enchanted of shoes have a way of growing. 
too small for one’ feet, and dhere came a time when Lata couldn't wear her 


to stare the game, 
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gold and red shoe any more.The felt inner sole had become dirty from all the 
grubby fect that had worn it, the gold thread was not so gold any more, and 
the whole shoe had begun to show wear and even a little tear tn its velvet. 
Bur even if Lata and every other child in the lane ourgrew it, there was stil 
one person not likely to do so, With a litte wad of paper stuffed into its toe, 
the shoe would always fit Joseph. Thar was the way he wore it the first ime 
Lata lifted him into place between Janak Seth's broad feer. Sitting under the 
gentle curve of Seth’ large cound stomach, he seemed snaller than ever, but 
the was smiling, 

He looked down at all the faces tamed np to him. To think that he, poor 
litele Joseph Pinto the Legless One, had the power in his hand thar held the 
rod to make all those children stop or go just as he chose! The thougit almost 
Drought ears to his eyes, 

‘Joseph is raja!” cried Lata, capping her hands. ‘Joseph is raja for forever!” 

anak Raja went to Dill.” the children chanted. 

So Joseph too became a raja, and because of his shriveled legs, it was 
posible he might be raja forever, This was far better than pretending to believe 
he could ever become a jet-plane pilot, an engine driver or even 


an vgret 
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reon BHOLU AND GOLU 


This the sory of «small bow, Bll, whe i capned and mined to 
peor fn cn. He fred 19 dame, play jt wth the case 
sometines pred to wrestle Fv every small rae br ic whip by 
the tngmasiee The only ting hol eno i iin & moore, He 


ins is pare ani hs i hl ad ong ort the, 


Cola, the son of ama, lftonds the Bese and deier 9 hele 


i sap frm se chs, 


Sleep didn’t come easily to Golu that nighe, When he finally 
dozed off, he was still thinking about how he could 
help Bholu. 

He dreamt he was riding pillion 


oa a motoreyele—a beautifal red 
mororeyele. The mororeyele 
belonged to the ringmaster, and 
Bhoks was riding it in dhe dream, 
1k was moving at rop speed and he 
‘was enjoying himself The 
wind whistled past 
ruling, his hair and 
rousing Bholu’, 
He held the bear 
tightly. Bholw was 
singing joyfully: 
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‘The motoreye, 
es quite # thing. 
Go up mourn 
Or down bail. 


Give ia hick 
And i wil stat 

Rawn with the wind 
And don't lose heart 


“Those whe scold you, 
Hit you, whip you, 
Those who butt you, 
Beat you, bash you, 


‘Those who slug you, 
Clb you, stu you, 

‘Those who thrash you, 
Cane you strike you, 


The brutal and the rough, 
‘The eruel and the unkind, 
Yiw'll leave thes all behind. 


“Come back, ene back!” 
‘The ringmaster pleads 
With folded hands aud bended knees. 


TH teat you well 
‘This time,’ he'll say 
Don ister to hit, 
Just ride aay. 
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Golu sang with Bholu. The motorcycle sped along, racing with the wind, 
‘They were headed for Bholu’s home, The mountain road wound through the 
forest. The bear's home was nearby. They were almost dere when somebody 
called Gol, and he woke up, Ie was his father. “How much longer wall you 
stay in bed, Golu? 

After breakfist, just as his father was leaving, Goh said, ‘Can T ask you 
something, Bapu?? 

“Yes, go ahead: said his father, patting him affectionately. 

“Bapu, why are the animals so affaid of the ringmasters? 

“Because of the whip his father replied, smiling 

“Bur animals are stronger than human beings, arcn't they, Bapu? What if 
they snatched away the whip?” 

Bapu laughed. ‘Son, a strong body is not everything, Human beings ako 
have brains and can think, Have you ever asked yourself why only man ean 
tase the whip or goad? Why can't the elephant or the lion? Or for that matter, 
‘your fiend the bear?" 

‘Because animals are good. They don't best people and force them to 
dance. They don't ride on others’ bucks, either. They use their own fect’ 

Bapu langhed again and said, ‘Well, you're right, son. B 
‘intelligent as men, Even if an animal were to snatch the whip, what would he 
do with it? We have many ways to trap and hold animals? 


ook, its morning? 


animals aren't as 


ov 
"Well, we've got nets and cages. Ifan anumal gets out of conttol, wre even 
have guns. They cau be shot, Haven't you seen that during circus shows there 
is 8 man standing by with a gun? Phe gun isn't chere just for show! 
“And now can I go?" asked Bapu. ‘It getting Inte, The elephants must be 
bungry and anxious. They should be fed’ 


‘Just one more question, Bapu, suid Gol 
“Your questions are unending. I've got work to do! 


‘Just one more!’ pleaded Golu,"Why do humans capture animals?” 
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‘Since when have you become king of the june?" joked Bapu, 

“Tell me, Bapu!’ Golv insisted 

“They 
che?’ said Baptt and went off to work. Golu just sut there, thinking, quietly. It 
‘was wrong of people to keep anitnals captive for selfish reasons. 

Golu got up and went straight «0 the bear.‘Look, Bholu, he said, if animals 
are seared of humans, chat’ only right. Men are wicked. They have guns. They 
don't hesitate to shoot animals, Don’t try to snatch che whip. It could be very 
dangerous. PI think of some other plan? 

‘They played football for a while, Suddenly Gol remembered the previous 
night's dream. He told Bholu about it, The bear was delighted. 

‘After racking his brains, Golu even remembered a few lines of the song, 


ipture animals to use them and for their own amusement, what 


He sang them aloud: 


The motoneyete, 
1 quite thing 
Go up a mosetain 
Or down a hi 


Bholu loved the song, He 
swayed and danced to it for a long 
time, Gola laughed and sang the song 2h 
agin and again, Suddenly an idea struck 
Golu."Hey listen!” he shouted. 

The bear stopped dancing and looked 
achim 

“You know how to nde a mororyele, 
don't you? 

The bear nodded 

Bholn couldn't understand. what 
the boy meant, 
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“Run away. Just like you did in the dream! 

Bholu liked the idea! He made litle noises of approval 

"Bur the motorcycle you ride in the circus is no good. You need a new one, 
don't you agree? Like the one the cingmaster bas; said Golt. 

At the mere mention of the ringmaster Bholu hecame agitated. He shook 
hs head and went on shaking it—no, no, no. 

‘Don't worry! Gola said, putting his arm around Bhelu’s shoulder 
reassuringly.'It wouldn't be stealing. When you've covered some distance, you 
can abandon the motorcycle and walk. Do you understand?" 

But the bear wasn't reassured. He was still Fightened, He continued to 
shake bis head. Gol could gguess why the hear was scared. If he was caught 
trying to escape, the punishment the ringmaster would mete out to him 
would be terrible. He might even shoot him, Golu knew his plan conld turn 
fat to be dangerous. He thought about it all night, There were several 
problems. There was a chowkidar at the gate. Ie was not easy to get past him, 
He had a gun. Then, they needed a new motorcycle and only the ringmaster 
had one. le wouldn't be casy to get it from him. Besides, Golu had no idea 
‘where the bears home was or how far it was, However, he realized that if the 
bear was to be fice, they would have to take a few risks 

The neat day Golu took a look at the circus boundary: Tr was made of tin 
sheets hammered onto wooden supports. At one plce the tin sheets were 
loose. He tugged a litte and the nails almost fell off: He quietly put them back. 
Hie knew it would be quite easy co remove the tin sheets and make an opening 
big enough to let chrough not only Bholn but the mororcyele as well. 

‘Then he remembered that Bholn did not know how to start the 
motorcycle, During the show somebody started it before handing it over to 
Bholw, Only then was he able to ride it. And Golu hadn't a clue as to how to 
handle it himself. He'd only sat on one in his dream and that too with the 
‘bear driving. Nobody would let him ride the motorbike, he was certain, All 
he could da was to carefilly observe how the ringmaster rode it. 


Golu. walked across to where the ringmascer’, motoreyele 
was standing. The chowkidar was cleaning che bike 
Goku asked, Chowkidar Unde, what are you doing? 
“Sahib is going out. So T'm cleaning the bike for isn? 
‘When will he go? Golu asked 

“I think he just about 10 leave! 

“Unele, do you know how to ride a bike? 
Golu asked exsually. 

‘Yve never driven one, son, though I've seen 
others do so. First you insert a key, chen give it a 
kick to ger it scarred, said the watehmnan and yaive the 
rmotareyele a kick ro demonstrate 

“But why didn’ i sare" askeo! Gol 

“I told you that a key has co be inserted. It won't 
start without it? 

“Where do you insert the key?" asked Golu again 
The watchman showed him where the key was inserted, 
‘And where i the key? Gola asked 


Tes with Sahib, Have you been to his tent? Te hangs from a nail ex the 
mmieidle pole’ 
Uncle, can Ley 


ul star i" asked the boy. 
‘Sahib will he here any minute, He'll be angey. Besides, you're still « child, 


‘When you're grown-up you can yet a motoreyele for yourself and ride it. But 
hot this one. Ie 100 big. If ic fell on you, youd get hurt) 

‘Til only give it one kick’ Golu suid. ‘Just once, please! 

“No. LF Sahib comes he'll seold both of us 

Jusc once!” the boy pleaded again. 


‘suid the chowkidar, trying to reason with the 
boy: Dejected, Golu gazed silenely at the bike. 


Finally the chowkidar took pity on him. Okay, pive ita kick quickly? 
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The chowkidar straightened the start lever. At 
first the boy could not kick hard enough, but 
after a while he succeeded. 

The chowkidars eyes were glued co the 
ringmaster tent, Snddenly, he pushed Golu away 
from the motorcycle, ‘The ringmaster was 
approaching, He had a red helmet in his hand. He 
put on the helmet, fitted the key, kicked dhe 
motorcycle sharply, and within seconds, was out of the circus ground, Jost in 
the crowd beyand. 

Gola wandered about for a while, then sat down near the ringmnaster’ tent 

The ringmuster returned quite soon, He parked the motorcycle, took off 
the helmet, and swinging the key on a chain, went inside dhe tent. Peeping 
into the tent through a hole, Golu saw the ringsnaster put the helmet on a 
table and hang the key on the pole 

Gola rin to Bholn and told him his plan, Bholu was dumbfounded. Golu 
explained, ‘Look, you must rise to the occasion, Don't be scared, Just do what 
1 tell you, and don’t worry? 


a= = 
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SNAKE TROUBLE 


Alter retiring from the Indian Raibways and setding in Dehra, 
Grandfather often enfivencd his days (and ours) by keeping 
unusual pets, He paid a soake-charmer in the bazaar twenty 
upees for a young python. Then, to the delight of a 
curious group of boys and gids he slung the python over 

bis shoulder and brought it home. 
I was with Grandfther at the time and felt very proud 
walking beside him. He was popular in Debra, especially among the mote 
Hmble people, and everyone greeted him respectflly without seeming to 
notice the python. They were, in fact, quite used to seeing him in the 

company of strange creatures, 

The first ta see us arrive wasToto the monkey, who was swinging from a 
branch of the jackftuit ree. One look a the python, ancient enemy of his 
rice, and he fled into the house squealing, with fight: Then our parrot 
Popeye, who had his perch in the veranda, set up the most afl shrieking and 
whistling. His whistle was like thar oFa steam engine, He had learnt to do this 
in eatlier days, when we had lived near railway stations 

‘The noise brought Grandmother to the veranda, where she nearly fainted 
at the sight of the python curled round Grandfithers neck. 

‘Geindmother was tolerant of most of his pets, but she drew the line at 
septs, Even a sweettempensd Hand made her Blood Fu eo 
line chance that she would allow a python in the house 

“Tewill strangle you to death! she ied, 

Nonsense? said Grandfithe 


“He's only 2 young fellow: 


“He'll soon get used to us, I added, by way of support. 

“He might, indeed? said Grandmother, but [ have no intention of getting, 
‘used to him. And your Aunt Ruby is coming to stay with us tomorrow: She'll 
leave the minute she knows there’s a snake in the house? 

“Wall, peciaps we should show it to her fist thing’ said Grandfather, who 
found Aunt Ruby rather tiresome, 

“Got rid of it right away’ said Grandmother, 

“I can't let it loose in the garden. It might find its way into the chicken 
shed, and then where will we be!” 

“Minus a few chickens, I said reasonably, but this only made Grandmother 
more determined to banish the python 

“Lock that awéil thing in the bathrooms’ she said.‘Go and find the man you 
bought it from, give him twenty rapes oF twice as much, and get him to 
come here and collect it! He can keep the money you gave him? 

Grandfather and 1 took the snake into the bathroom and placed ie in an 
empty cub, Looking a bit crestillen, he said, Perhaps your Geandmozher is 
right. I'm not worried about Aunt Ruby; bur we don’ wane the python to get 
hold of Tato or Popeye? 

‘We hurried off to the bazaar in search of the snake-charmer but hadn't 
gone far when we found several snake-charmers looking for us, They had 
heard! that Grandfather was buying snakes, and they had bronght with them 
snakes of various sizes and descriptions. 

‘No, no! protested Grandfather, We don't want 
return the one we bought? 

But che man who had sold it co us had, apparently returned to his village 
in the jungle, looking for another python for Grandfather; and the ather 
snake-charmers were not interested in buying, only in selling. In order to 
shake them off, we had to return home by 2 roundabout route, climbing. 3 wall 


wore snakes, We want to 


and cutting through an orchard. We found Grandmother pacing up and down 
the veratida, Oe look at our faces and she knew we had failed in our mission, 
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Alright; suid. Grandmother. ‘Just eke ie away yourselves, and see chat it 
dese come hack 
Well ger rid of it, Granny? I said contidently.Don't you worry” 
Grandfather opened the bathroom door and stepped inte the mom. 1 was 
close behind hien. We couldn't see the python anywhere 
*He’ gone? announced Granalacher 
We let the window open, I suid, 
Deliberately, no doubr) sid Grandmother. “Bur it 


coulee’t have gone fir: You'll have to search the grounds? 

A careful search was made of the house, the roof, the 
kitchen, she garden and the chicken shed, but there was no sign 
of the python. 

He must have gone over the garden wall 
Grandfather said cheerilly. He'll be well avery 
by now!" 

The python did not reap 
Ruby arrived with enough luggage te indicate that she 


and when Aunt 


hhad come for a long visit, there was only the parrot to 
greet her with a series of long, carsplitsing whistles 
For a couple of days Grandfather and 1 were 
aufitdle worried that the python might make a 
Sudden reappearance, bur when he didn'c 
show up again we felr he had gone for good. Aunt Ruby had to put up with 
‘Toto the monkey making faces at her, something T did only when she wasn't 
looking; and she complained that Popeye shrieked loudest when she was in 


the 10m; but she Was used to them, and knew she would have t0 put up 
with chem iFshe was going to stay with us. 

And then, one evening, we were started by a scream from the garden 
© Seconds later Aunt Ruby came flying up the veranda steps, gasping, ‘In the 


sie eer aka foes guard wher ene easing at me The look 
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ln its e¥es! As though it would eat me alive 


‘Calm down, dear} urged Grandmother, sprinkling rose water over my 


aunt. "Tall us, what did you se 


‘A snake!” sobbed Aunt Rluby."A great boa constrictor in the guava tree. is 
eyes were terrible, and it looked at me in such a queer way? 

Trying to tempt you with a 
away to hide his smile, He gave me a meaningfil loo! 
the garden. But when I got to the guava tn 
python) hh 

Aunt euby must have frightened i off? [told Grandfather, 

Vin not surprised, he said But it will be back. think jes taken a Finey 00 


your aunt. 


suava, no doubd!” sid Grandfather tarning 


. and [ burried out into 


the python (if had been the 


Sure enough, the python began to make brief bur frequent appearances, 
usually turning up in the most unespected places 

(One morning [found him curled up on a dressing-table, gpeing at his own 
reflection in the mirror | went for 
Grandfathes, but by the time we 
returned the python had moved on, 


He was seen again in 
the ginlen, and one day 1 
sported him climbing the iron 
ladder 
ladder 
fac rmof just in time to see the snake disippearing down a 


to the roof, [ set off after him, and was soon up the 


; Which I had ascended many times, I stood up on the 


drainpipe. The end of lus tail was visible for a few moments 
and then that too disappeared 
“T chink he lives in the drainpipe; [ tald Grandfather, 
“Where does he get lus food?’ asked Grandmother. 
“Probably lives on those field 


that used tbe such 9 muisance, 


member, they used to live in the drainpipe too" 
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‘Hmm... Grandmother looked thoughtful, “A. snake has its uses. Well, as 
Tong as he keeps to the roof and profers rats to chickens... 

But the python did not confine himself ro the roof. Piercing shricks from 
Aunt Ruby had us all rushing to her room. There was the python on her 
deessing-table, apparently admicing himself in the missor 

“All the attention he’s been getting has probably made him conceited said 
(Grandfather picking up the python co the aceompaniment of further shrieks 
from Annt Ruby.*Would you like to hold him for 2 minute, Ruby? He seems 
to have taken a faney to you? 

‘Aunt Ruby ran fiom the rem and on to the weranda, where she wa 
greeted with whistles of dension from Popeye the parrot, Poor Aunt Ruby: 
she cut short her say by 4 week and returned to Lucknow, where she was a 
schoolteacher. She said she felt safer in her school than she did in our house. 

Having seen Grandfather handle the python with such ease and confidence, 
I decided 1 would do likewise. So the next time I saw the snake climbing the 
ladder co the roof, | climbed up alongside him. He scoped in his ascent, and 
I stopped too. [ put out my hand, and he slid over my arm and up to my 
shoulder. As I did not want him coiling round my neck, 1 gripped him with 
both hands and carsied him down to the garden. He didn't seem to mind. 

‘The snake felt rather cold and slippery and at first he gave me goose pimples. 
But I soon got used to him, and he must have liked the way I handled him, 
because when T set him down he wanted to climb up my leg. As Thad other 
things to do, I dropped him in a large, empty basket that had been left out in 
the garden, He stared out at me with unblinking, expeessionles eyes. There was 
no way of knowing what he was thinking, if indeed he thought a all. 5 

Just when all of us, including Grandmother, were getting used to having 
the python about the house and grounds, it was decided that we would be 
going to Lucknow for a few months 

‘Aunt Ruby lived and worked there. We would be staying with her, and so of 
‘course we could take any pythons, monkeys or ether unusual pets with us, 
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“What about Popeye?" asked. 

“Popeye isn’t a pet, said Grandmother. ‘He's one of us. He comes too? 

And so the Dehra taifway platform was thrown into confusion by the 
shrieks and whistles of our parrot, who could imitate both the guand’s whistle 
and the whistle of a train, People dashed into cheir compartments, thinking 
the train was about to leave, only to realize that the guard hadn't blown his 
whistle after all. When they gor down, Popeye would let out another shrill 
whistle, which sent everyone rushing for the train asin. This happened several 
times until the guard actually blew his whistle. Nobody bothered to get on, 
and several passengers were left behind. 

“Can't you gag that parrod asked Grandfather, as the train moved out of 
the station and picked up speed. 

‘Tl do ntothing of the sort, said Grandmother.‘'ve bought ticket for him, 
and he’s entitled to enjoy the journey as niuch as anyone! 

Ie was © be a night journey, and presently Grandmother covered herself 
swith a blanket and stretched herself owt on the berth. Its been a tiring day. 1 
think I'll go to sleep! she said 

“Aren't we going to eat anything?’ I asked. 

“I'm not hungry—t had something before we left the house. You two help 
yourselves from the pienie hamper? 

Grandmother dozed off; and even Popeye started nodding, llled to sleep by 
the clackery-clack of the wheels and the steady puffing of the steam engine. 

“Well, ’'m hungry’ I said, ‘What did Granny make for us?” 

“Stuffed parathas, omeleites and a tandoori chicken, Ies all in the hamper 
‘under the berth 

T tgged at the cane box and dragged jt into the middle of the 
compartment. The straps were loosely tied. No sooner had 1 iyndone them 
than the lid flew open, and [ let out a gasp of surprise 

In the hamper was our python, curled up contentedly. There was no sign 
‘of our dinner. 
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"I said “And it's finished all our dinner 
id Grandfither, joining me near 
the hamper. ‘Python won't eat omelettes and 
Pparathas, They like their food alive! Why; this is an 
old hamper, which was stored in the bex room.’ The one 
with our food in it must have heen left behind! 

Grandfather snapped the hamper shut and poshed it 
back beneath the berth, 

Don’t let Grandmother see him! he said, “She might 
think we brought him along, on purpose. 

“Well, 'm hungry! | complained, 


“Wait rill we ger co the nest station, 
then we can buy yome pakoras, Meanwhile, 
try some of Popeye’ erven chillies 

“No thanks, L suid." You have them, Grandad 

‘And Grandfather, who could eat chillies plain, 
popped a couple into his mouth and 
munched away contentedly 

A litde afer usidnight chens was a 
great clumour at the end of the 
corridor. Popeye made complaining, 


squawks, and Grandfather and I gor up to see what was wrong. 

Suddenly there were cries of Snake, snake!" 

Hooke! under the berth. The hamper was open, 

“The python’s out; I said, and-Giandfather dashed out of the compartment 
in hiy pyjamas. was close behind, ~ 


About dozen passengers were bunched together outside the washroom door. 
Anything wrong?” asked Grandfather casually 

“We can't get into the toilet? said someone, There's a huge snake inside 
‘Let me take a look’ said Grandiather.‘I know all about snakes? 
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‘The passengers made way and Grandfather and [entered the washroom 
together, but chere was no sign of the python, 

“He mast have got out through the ventilator’ said Grandfather, ‘By now 
he'll be in another compartment!” Emerging from the washroom, he told the 
assembled passengers, It's gone! Nothing to worry about. Just a harmless 
young python’ 

‘When we got back to out compartment, Grandmother was sitting up on 
her berth 

‘Tknew you'd do something foolish behind my back; she scoldcd,"You told 
‘me youtd left that creature behind, and all the time it was with us on the tain 

Grandfather tried to explain that we had nothing to do with it, thar 
the python had smuggled itself into the hamper, but Grandmother 
was unconvinced, 

“Anyway, its gone) said Grandfather. ‘It must have fallen out of the 
washroom window, We'te over a hundred miles from Dehra, so you'll never 
see itagain! 

Even as he spoke, the train sowed down and hurched to a grinding halt. 

“No station here} said Grandfather, putting his head out of the window: 

Someone came rushing along the embankment, waving his arms 
and shouting, 

“Ido believe its the stoker! said Grandfather ‘Td better go and sce whats wrong” 

‘Tm coming too’ I said, and together we hurried along the length of the 
stationary train until we reached the engine, 

“What's up? called Grandfather. ‘Anything 1 can do wo help? 
about engines? 

But the engine-driver was speechless. And who could blame him? The 
python had curled itself about his legs,and the driver was too pettified to move. 

“Just leave it to us said Grandfather, and dragging the python off the driver, 
he dumped the snake in my arms. The enigine-driver sank down on the floor, 
pale and trembling, 


know all 


‘Uthink Td betier drive the engine! said Grindfather,“we doe't 


to be lite getting into Lucknow Your aunt will be 
expecting ust’ And before the astonished driver could 
protest, Grandfather had released the brakes and 
set the engine in motion, 
‘We've lefé the stoker behind? I sai 
“Neyer mind. You can, 


;ovel the coal! 
Only too glad to help Grandfather 
dirive an engine, I dropped the python 
in the drivers lap, and started shovelling 
coil. The engine picked up 
speed and we sere soon rushing 
through the darkness, sparks 
flying skywards and the 
steam whistle shrieking 
almose without pause 
You're going too fst! cried 
the driver 
Making up for lost 
ime’said Grandéather 
"Why did the stoker 
He went for the guard 
You've let them both behind! 
Barly next morning the tain 
steamed safely into Lucknow. Explanations were in order, bur as the 
randfathes's all was well. We 


had arrived twenty minutes early, and while Grandfather went off to have 


Lucknow stationmaster was an old friend of | 


2 cup of tea with the cngine-driver and the siationmaster, T returned the 


ython w the hayiper ad helped ‘Granfimother with the luggage. Papeye 
P sp IP 
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stayed perched on Grandmother's shoulder, eyeing, the busy placform with 
deep distrust. He was the first to see Aunt Ruby striding down the 
platform, and let out a warning whistle. 

Aunt Ruby, lover of good food, immediately spotted the picnic hamper, 
picked it up and said,"It’s quite heavy. You must have kept something for me! 
Vl earry it our to the taxi? 

“We hardly ate anything? I said 

“It scems ages since I tasted something cooked by your Granny’ And after 
that there was no getting the hamper away from Aunt Ruby. 

Glancing at it, thought I saw the lid bulging, but I had tied it down quite 
firmly this time and there was litte likelihood of is suddenly bursting: open 
srandfather joined us outside the station and we were soon settled inside 
the taxi, Aunt Ruby gave instructions to the driver and we shot off in 2 cloud 
aust. ai 
‘saying ioe WHANS a the lanipeu! id Aunt Raby "Oat Make jae 
litle peek?! 

"Not now! said Grandfather, “rst lees enjoy the breakfast you've gor 


waiting for us? 

Popeye, perched proudly on Grandmother’ shoulder, kept one suspicious 
eye ov the quivering hamper. 

When we got to Aunt Ruby's house, we found breakfast laid out on the 
Gining-table 

“te in't much} said Aunt Roby.“But we'll supplement it with what you've 
Drought in the hamper! 

Placing the hamper on the table, she lifted the lid and peered inside...and 
promptly fainted. 

Grandfather picked up the python, took it into the garden and draped it 
‘over a branch of a pomegranate tree. 

‘When Aunt Ruby recovered, she insisted that she had seen a huge snake in 
the picnic hamper. We showed her the empty basket 
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“You're secing things’ said Grandfather. You've been working too hard.) 
“Teaching is a taxing profession? T said solemnly 
Grandmother said nothing. But Popeye broke into loud squawks and 
whistles, and yon everyone, including a slightly hysterical Aunt Reoby, was 
doubled up with laughter 


Tlusteated by Alanu Roy 


Anita Desai 


GAMES AT TWILIGHT 


4° It was still too hot to play outdoors. They had had 

their tea, they had been washed and had their hair 
Pi _brushed, and after the long day of confinement in the 
hhomse that was not cool buit at least-a protection from 


the sun, the children strained to get out, Their faces were 
zed and bloated with the effort, bue their mother would not 

open the door; everything was sil curtained and shuttered in a 
‘way that stilled he children, made them feel that their lungs were seuffed with 
cottan wool and their noses with dust and if they didn't burst out into the 
light and see the sun and fel the air, they would choke, 

“Please, Ma, please? they begged. “Well play in the veranda and porch, we 
won't go a step ut of che porch! 

“You will, | know you will, nd then— 

“No, we won't, we won't! they wailed so horrendowsly that she actually let 
down the bolt of the front door so that they burst out like seeds from a 
crackling, overipe pod into the veranda, with such wild, maniacal yells hac 
she retreated to her buth and the shower of talcum powder and the fresh sai 
that were to help her face the summer evening, 

They faced the afternoon. It yas too hot. Too bright. ‘The white walls of 
the veranda glared strdepaly in the sun. The bougainvillea hung about it, 
purple aud geile yal ollccr Th peed ones var bea ay eR 
of beaten brass, attened out on the red gravel and the stony soil inal] shades 
of metal—aluminium, tin, copper and brass. No life stirred at this'cid time of 
dlay—the birds still droped, ike dead f 


in the papery tents of the tree: 
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some squirrels lay limp on the wer earth under the garden tap, The outdoor 
dog lay stretched as if dead on the veranda mat, his paws and ears and tail all 
reaching out like dying travellers in search of water. He rolled his eyes at the 
chiléren—ewo white marbles rolling in she_purple sockets, bexging for 
sympathy—and attempted to Tift his tal im a wag but could not. t¢ only 
‘vitched and lay sill 

Then, perhaps roused by the shricks of dhe children, a band of parvo 
saddenly fll out of the eucalyptus tee, uumibled frantically in the sil, sizing 
air then sorted themselves out into battle formation and streaked away across 
the white sky. 

The children, too, fk seleased. They began tumbling, shoving, pushing 
agains each othe, aatic vo start Start what? Stat their business. The business 
of the childten’s day which is play 

“Lets phy hide-and-seek? 

“Who'll be 1?” 

“You be I 

‘Why should I?You be! 

You're the eldest? 

“That doesn't mean— 

The shoves became harder. Some kicked out. The motherly Mira 
intervened, She pulled the boys roughly apart. There was a tating sound of 
cloth but it was lost in the heavy panting and angry grumbling and no one 
paid attention to the small sleeve hanging loosely off a shoulder. 

“Make a circle, make a circle!” she shouted, fly palling and pushisig «ll 
a kind of vague cece wes formed. "Now clap!” she roared and, lapping, chey 
all chanted in melanchely unison: Dip, dip, dip—my blue ship! and every now 
and den one of the other sw he was safe by the way his hands fll at the 
‘tucial moment—palm, or back of band on palm—and drapped out of the 
Circle with a yell and a jump of relief and jubilation, 

Raghm was ft, He started to protest, co ery "You cheated—Mira cheated— 
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Anu cheated — but it was too late, the others had all alkeady staked away 
There was no one to hear when he called out, ‘Only in the veranda—the 
porch—Ma said—Ma said co stay in the porch! No one had stopped te listen 
all he 


up rick walls, leaping over compost heaps 


were their brown legs flashing through the dusty shrubs, serambling, 


edges, and dhen the porch 


stood empty in the purple shade of the bougainvillea and the garden was as 


Gupty as before; even the limp squirrels had shisked away, leaving everything 
Jeleaning, brassy and bare. 

Only small Manu suddenly reappeared, as ihe had dropped out of an 
invisible cloud or from a bird's clay, and stood for « moment in the centre of 


the yellow lawn 


chewing his finger and near to tears as he heard Raghu 
shouting, with his head pressed against che veranda wall, Eighty-three, ighty- 
five, eighty-nine, ninety:.’ and chen made off in a panic, half of 
bhim wanting to fly north, the other half counselling sout 


Rah te fuse ci So thie ast oD whine 
shores ad te uncertain kiln of hs ed Saal, and 


charged after him with such a Blood-cuntling yell: that 
Manu stumbled over the hosepipe, (ll into its rubber coils and 
lay there weeping, ‘T won't be It you have to find them 
allallal 
1 know [ have (0, idiot? Raghu said, supercilionsly 
Kicking: him with his toe. “You're 
dead? he said with stifiction, 
licking the beads of perspiration 
off his upper lip, and then 
stalked off in search of 
worthier prey, whistling 
spivitedly so dhat che hiders 
should hear and tremble, 
Ravi heard the whistling 
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and picked his nose in a panic, trying to find comiore by burrowing the finger 
ddecp-deep into shat soft tunnel. He felt himself too exposed, siting om an 
upturned flowerpot behind the garage, Where conld he burrow? He could 
run around the garage if he heard Raghu come—around and around and 
around—but he hadn't much faith in his short legs when matched against 
Raghu’ long, hefty, hairy footballer legs, Ravi had a frightening glimpse of 
them as Raghu combed the hedge of crotons and hibiscus, rampling delicate 
ferns underfoot as he did so. Ravi looked about him desperately, swallowing 
a small ball of snot in his fear. 

The garage was locked with a great heavy lock to which che deiver had che 
key in his room, hanging fiom a nail on the wall under his work-shirt, Ravi 
had peeped in and seen him still sprawling on his string cot in his vest and 
striped underpants, che hair on his chest and the hair in his nose shaking with 
the vibrations of his phlegm-obstructed snores. Ravi had wished he were tll 
enough, big enough to reach the key on the nail, but it was impossible, beyond 
his reach for years to come. He had sidled away and sat dejectedly on the 
flowerpot. That at least was cut to his own size. 

But nest to the garage was another shed with a big green door. Also 
locked. No one even knew who had the key to the lock, That shed wasn't 
‘opened more than once 2 year when Ma tusned out all the old broken bits 
of furniture and rolls of matting and leaking buckets, and the white anthills 
were broken and swept away and Flit sprayed into the spider webs and rat 
holes so that the whole operation was like the looting of a poor, ruined and 
conquered city. The green leaves of the door sagged. They were nearly off 
their rusty hinges The hinges were large and made a sinall gap between the 
door and the walls only just large énough for rats, dogy and, possibly, Ravi 
to slip through. 

Ravi had never cared to enter such a dark and depressing mortuary of 
defunct household goods seething with such unspeakable and alarming 
animal life but, as Raghu's whistling grew angrier and sharper and his 
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crashing and storming in the hedge wilder, Ravi suddenly slipped off the 
floweepot and through the crack and was gone, He chuckled aloud with 
astonishment at his own temerity s0 that Raghu cme out of the hedge, 
stood silent with his hands on hs hips, listening, and finally shouted, “I heard 
you! I'm ca 


ing! Gor you. and come charging round the garage only to find 
the upturned flowerpot, the yellow dust, the crawhng of white ants in a 
mud-hill against the closed shed door—nothing. Snarling he bent to pick 
up a stick and went off, whacking it against the garage and shed walls as if 
to beat out his prey 

Ravi shook, then shivered with delight, with self congratulation. Also with 
fear, Ie was dark, spooky in the shed. It had a mulled smell, as of graves, Ravi 
had once got locked into the linen cupboard and sat there weeping for half 
am hour before he was tescued. But at least that had been a familiar place, and 
even smile pleasantly of starch, laundry and, reassuringly, of his mother, Bur 
the shed sinele of rts, anthills, dust and spider webs. Also of less definable, less 
recognizable horrors. And it was dark, Except for the white-hot eracks along 
the door, there was no light. The tof was very low. Although Ravi was small, 
he felt as if he could reach up and touch it with his fingertips. But he didn’t 
stretch, He hunched himself into a ball so as not to bump into anything, touch 

or feel anything: What might there not be to touch 

him and feel him as he stood there, trying to see in 

the datk? Something cold, or slimy—like a snake 

Snakes! He leapt up as Raghu whacked the wall 

with his stick—then, quickly realizing what it was, 

felt almost relieved to hear Raghu, hear his stick 
It made him feel protected. 

But Raghu soon moved away: There wasn't a 
sound once his foomseps had gone around the 
garage and disappeared. Ravi stood frozen inside 

the shed. Then he shivered all over. Something 
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had tickled the back of his neck. It took him a while to pick up the courage 
10 life his hand and explore. It was an inscct—pethaps a spider—esploring 
him, He squashed itand wondered how many more creatures were watching 
hhim, waiting to reach out and touch im, the stranger. 

‘There was nothing now. After standing in that position—his hand sell on 
his neck, feeling che wet splodge of the squashed spider gradwally dry—for 
‘minutes, hours, his legs began to tremble with the effort, the inaction. By now 
he could sce enough in the dark to make out the large solid shapes of old 
‘wardrobes, broken buckets and bedsteads piled on top of each other around 
him, He recognized an old batheub—patches of enamel glinamered at him and 
at last he lowered himself onto its edge 

He contemplated slipping out of the shed and into the fay. He wondered 
if it wonld not be better to be captured by Raghu and be returned to the 
ailing crowd as long as he could be in the sun, che light, the free spaces of 
the garden and the familiarity of his brothers, sisters and cousins. le would be 
evening soon. Theit games would become legitimate, The parents would sit 
‘out on the lawn om cane basket chairs and watch them 3s they tore around 
the ganfen or gathered in knots to share a loot of mulberries or black teeth- 
splitting jammin from the garden trees. The gardener would fix the hosepipe to 
the water tap and water would fall lxighly through the air ta the ground, 
souking the dry yellow grass and the red gravel and arousing the sweet, the 
intoxicating scent of water on dry earth—that loveliest scent in the world, 
“Ravi sniffed for a whiff of it, He halérose ftom the batheub, then heard the 
espairing scream of one of the girls as Raghu bore down upon her. There 
‘was the sound of a crash, and of rolling about in the bushes, che shrubs, then 
screams and accusing sobs of,'T touched the den—"‘You did not—"'I did’— 
"You liar, you did not’ and then a fading away and silence again. Ravi sat back 
fon the hatsh edge of the tub, deciding to hold oura bit longer. What fun if 
they were all found and caught and he alone left uconquered!! He had never 
known that sensation. Nothing more wonderful had ever happened to him 
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than being taken out by an uncle and bought a whole slab of chocolate all to 
himself, oF being flung into the soda-man’s pony cart and driven up to the 
gate by the friendly driver with the red beard and pointed ears. To defeat 
Raghu, that hirsute, hoarse-voiced football champion would be thlling 
beyond imagination, He hugged his knees together and smiled to himself 
almost shyly at the thought of so much victory, such laurels. 

"Thete he sat smiling, knocking his hecls againse the batheub, now and then 
getting up and going to the door to put his car to the broad crack and 
listening for sounds of the game, the pursuer and the pursued, and then 
returning to his seat with the dogged determination of the true winner, a 
breaker af reconts, a champion 

It grew darker in the shed as the light at the door grew softer, fier, 
turned to 2 kind of crumbling yellow pollen that turned to yellow fu, blue 
fur, grey fur, Evening, Twilight. The sound of water gushing, falling, The scent 
of earth receiving water, slaking,its thirst in great gulps and releasing, that 
green scent of freshness, coolness. Through the crack Ravi saw the long purple 
shadows of the shed and the garage lying stil across the yard. Beyond that, the 
white walls of the house. The bougainvillea had lost its ividity, hung in dark 
bundles that quaked and twitwred and scethed with mases of humming 
sparrows. The lawn was shut off from his view. Could he hear the children’s 
voices? Ir scomed to him that he could, Ie seemed to him that he could hear 
them chanting, singing, laughing But what about the game? What had 
happened? Could st be over? How could it when he was sill not found? 

It then occurred to him that he could have slipped out long-ago, dashed 
across the yard to the veranda and couched the ‘den’. Tt was necessary to do 
thar to win. He had forgotten. He had only remembered the part of hiding 
and trying to clude the secker. He had done that so successfilly, his success 
had occupied him so wholly that he had quite forgotten chat success had to 
be clinched by that final dash to victory and the ringing cry of Den!” 

‘With a whimper he burst through the crack, fell on his knees, got up and 
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stumbled on stiff, benumbed legs across the shadowy yard, crying heartily by 
the time he reached the veranda so that when he Mung himself at the white 
pillar and bawled,*Den! Den! Den! his voice broke with rage and pity at the 
disgrace of it all and he felt himself flooded with tears and misery. 

‘Out on the lawn, the children stopped chanting, They all turned to stare at 
him in amazement, Their faces were pale and miangular in the dusk. The trees 
and bushes around them stood inky and sepulehral, spilling long shadows 
serass them, They stared, wondering at his reappearance, his passion, his wild 
animal howling, Theit mother rose from her basket chair and came towards 
him, worried, annoyed, saying, ‘Stop it, stop it, Ravi. Don’t be a baby. Have 
you hurt yourself?’ Seeing him attended to, the children went back to clasping 
their hands and chanting ‘The gre is gren, the ose 18 red? 

But Ravi would not let them, He tore himself out of his mothers grasp and 
pounded across the lawn into their midst, charging, at them with bis head 
lowered so that they scattered in surprise.‘I won, 1 won, I won! he bawled, 
shaking his head so that the big tears fled.’ Raghu didn't find me. 1 won, won! 

It took them a minute to grasp what he was saying, even who he was. They 
had quite forgotten hin. Raghu had found all the others long ago,'There had 
been a fight about who was to be Ir next. It had been so fierce that their 
mother had emerged from her bath and made them change to another game, 
Then they had played another and another. Broken mulberries from the tee 
and eaten them, Helped the driver wash the car when their father returned 
fom work. Helped the gardener water the beds tll he roared se them and 
swore he would complain co their parents. The parents had come out, taken 
up their positions on the cane chairs, They had begun to play again, sing and 
chant. All this time no one had remembered Ravi. Having disappeared from 
the scene, he had disappeared from their minds, Clean 

‘Don’t be a fool! Raghu said roughly, pushing him aside, and even Mira 
said, 'Stop howling, Ravi. If you want to play, you can stand at the end of the 
line’ andl she put him there very firmly. 
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The gamne proceeded.Two paits of arms reached up and met in an ae.The 
childcen oped under it again and again ina lugubrious circle, ducking their 
hneads and ineoning: 


The gras is grcen, 
‘The rose is red; 
Remember me 


When tam dead, dead, dead, dead... 


And the arc of thin arms trembled in ehe gwilight, and the heads were 
owed so sadhy and their feet tramped te that melancholy reffain so 
moutafilly, so helplessly, that Ravi could not bear it, He would not follow 
them, he would nor be included in this foneral game. He had wanted victory 
and triuinph—not a funeral. Bue he had been forgotten, left out, and he 
\would not join them now The ignominy of being forgotten—how could he 
face it? He felt his heart go heavy and ache inside him unbearably, He lay 
down full length on the damp grass, crushing his face into it,no longer crying, 
silenced by a terrible sense of his insignificance. 
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The year 1942—the sine ofthe Quit Enis Movement 
reac in tall sown, 4 follower of Candi, as beer 


rested. His eliey som, cilieon-yosrld Mola, and his 


college fest Swan, Yl na mone agree rm 
of rsiaance 10 the Brisk, Fs younger om, Bab, aged thiscon al dongluer Manju, two yous 


nga ate ake he 0 pana he sgl aginst the British 


Manju woke up to the nsual early morning sounds—the swishing sounds of 
someone washing 4 doorstep, the gurgling sounds of someone gargling, the 
chirp chirp of birds and the whirr whirr of Appa’s charkha, Manju listened 
idly to these sounds, feeling, as she always did when she hesrd them, thar 
everything was all right. And then, suddenly, she remembered that Appa had 
heen arrested the day before. He was not at home and it would be a long time 
before she woke up to the sound of Appa spinning, Buc then, if it wasn't Appa, 
who could it be? 

Frightened, Manju rushed out of the room. Ir was Amma spinning, sitting 
tunder the window to get the early morning light. 

“Amma?” Manju asked in astonishin 


“Why are you spinning today? 
‘Amina could never spin regularly like Appa did, Sometimes, when she was 
in the mood, she would sit at the charkha for hours. Or else, she forgot about 
it for days together. Now Amma gave Manju a wan smile.‘I thought I'd try 
Appa’ way of beginning a day! she said, 
Moh 


head popped in through the door that led to the back passage 
“She wants to surprise Appa by spinning enough to make a shire for him! he 


ssid solemnly, spoiling it the next instant by giving Manju a huge grin. 

‘Ama, without stopping or looking up, reworted,“No, this one is going to 
be for you! 

Mohan, unlike Amma or Appa, wore clothes made out of mill cloth. "What 
Jus independence to do with wearing hand-spun clothes and all that ro" he 
‘would ask Appa impatiently. “First, let's drive out the British. That should have 
top priority. All other things come next? 

“This spinning programme is more important than yout imagine, Mohan} 
Appa would exclaim, Unless we can provide work for ourselves, what tse is 
independence? 

“Okay, Amuna’ Mohan said now, its a deal:You spin enough for a shirt and 
PL wear i? 

‘Amma’ Babu complained later,‘are you trying to give Mohaa his shirt all 
in one day? 

Amma laughed, She had been sitting there for more thin two hours now. 
‘Meanwhile Manju, under Amma’ directions, had brought in the milk, boiled 
it and swept and cleaned the kitchen, Babu had had his bath and was waiting 
for breakfise, while Mohan, whistling sofly between hic teeth, cleaned his bike. 

‘Tl get up now. Ooooh, Pim sciff. Oh, my poor legs!” 

‘Don’t forget my shirt, Amma; Mohan’s voice came from the hack passage, 
"You can't get off by snoming about your legs? 

“You'll get yout shirt, young man, Now, children, give me one hour and ['ll 
have your meal ready. I have f@ go out myself ace that? 
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While the food was cooking, Amma plaited Manju’s hair into one long 
neat phit. Babu had joined Mohan in his bike cleaning and Manju could hear 
4 continuous buzz of conversation from the two of them. Soon after lunch, 
Mohan went off to college and Amma, alfer clearing up, went out too. She 
said she would be back in an hour. 

‘Manju had just sertled down with a book when she was startled by Babu's 
urgent hiss, almost in her ear,"Manju, I say, Manju!” 

‘Manju looked up ffom her book with a start ‘Ob, Babu, what isi? How 
you started me! 

‘Listen, I'm going out. Want to come with me?” 

"Where?" 

“Peel you later. Ifyou want to come, just say so and come quickly? 

“Bur Amma?’ 

“Well lock the house and leave the keys with Ramabai, We'll be home 
before Amma, anyway: Are you coming? If nor, I'm off? 

Manju jumped yp in a flurry. ‘I'm coming. Wait for me? 

‘Babu was waiting with the huge lock and key when Manji came out, He 
locked the door, gave the lock a tug to make sure it was locked, then thrust 
the key at Manju 

"Go and give that to Ramabai? 

Manju held back. 'I'm not going. You go and give it? 

Ramabui, their nearest neighbour, was a prying, inquisitive worn, She 
had to know everything, Her questions were endless and came so fast shat 
Mohan had nicknamed her‘A question-a-minute-Ramabai’ 

“Don't be silly: You're just wasting time. Hurry up, now! 

“I dont like to go to her, She keeps asking questions? 

*So what? Just shut her up? 

“Why don't you shu her up?? Manju asked suspiciously: Are you seared of her?” 

“Me? Seared of her? Ha hal You're the one who seems to he scared of a 
snoopy old woman, And thea you want to take part in the movement, Girls!” 
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Manju glared at him, snatched the key and said, Il be back in a second 

“Time for one question, anyway’ Babu grinned. 

‘Please give this to Amma when she returns. Babu and 1 are going out bur 
vwe'll be back soon! Manju gabled, all im one breath and turned away before 
Ramabai could utter a word. She thought she had got away when Ramabai 
yelled, “Hey, Manju, where are you going? Only Babu and you? Does your 
mother know? Where has she gone? Where's Mohan?" 

‘Don't know. Back soon! Manju called back over her shoulder and fled, 

"Now? she asked Babu impatienty.‘tell me where were going” 

“To watch a procession. Walk fast, We may be late? 

“What procession? Whose procession? Where?" 

1 sound just like Ramabai! Babis said “Did she give you a quick lesson?" 

‘Oh, shut up about Ramabai, Tell me, Babu, what procesion? Don't be so 
‘sean! Manju struggled to keep up with Babu’ longer strides. 

‘The college students are taking out a procession from their college to 
the Collector's office, Mohan told me we could watch. He says it's going to 
be peaceful” 

‘There were already some people lining the roads. Manju and Babu found 
8 good spor, almost opposite the gate of the Collector's compound. They had 
to wait for some time. In a while, it began to rain. It had been drizzling off 
and on since the morning, But this was a heavy downpour—the usual 
‘monsoon rain, heavy and steady. People rushed for shelter. Manju and Babu 
sheltered themselves under a large tamarind tre. 

“Look at mel” Manju exclaimed. Her hair was plastered to her head, her» 
clothes clung to her, a large drop hung on the top of her nose. She gigeled 
at herself, bur Babu, afer a guifisy, suid guiltily, Why don't yon go bome 
and change?” 

Manju vefised. 

Soon they heard the magical words, They're coming, they‘ coming’ The 
childsen, like the others, rushed out, heedless of the main. Policemen now 


appeared all along the road. Some of then walked in front of the students, 
some by their sides; but the students marched as ifthe police didn't exist. They 
\walked in complete silence.'There were no slogans, no shouts, just the shuffle 
‘of feet, the drip drip of rain and a low murmur fiom the watching crowd. 

Babu and Manju looked eagerly for Mohan. Yes, there he was, dressed in 
white pyjamas and a eream-coloured shirt, with another boy, both holding 
aloft a picture of the Mahatma. Their arms must have ached holding it up that 
‘vay for so long, but their faces were expresionless, 


Now the leaders of the procession—Suman was one of them, they saw in 
cexcitement—had reached the barred gates. A police officer—he was the DSR,” 
Mohan told them later—came up to them, ‘There way some conversation 
between him and the students, The students seemed to be arguing, The rain 
had lesrened now and the police officer took off his har and ruffled his hair, 
Once he laughed, showing all his teeth, but the students remained serious, 
One of them handed him a piece of paper. He took it without glancing at it 
and nodded The students turned their backs on him and one of them shouted 
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“Mabatina Gandbi ki jai! 

‘Jai the others shouted back loudly: And then they briskly marched back 
the way they had come. 

‘Is that all? Manju asked in disappointment, 

“What cle did you want? A dance? A drama?’ Babu asked scornfilly. 
Nevertheless, he understood her feeling and asked Mohan the same question 
when he returned home,'Why did you go back so quictly? Were you scared 
of what the police would do?" 

Mohan scemed immensely pleased with himself. ‘Scared? Not by a long 
chalk! We ad planned it chis way: We knew they would stop us at the gates. 
We knew they expected us to protest and be violent. Oh yes, they wanted us 
to do that so that they could beat us up and haul us away to jail. But we are 
not prepared to go to jail—not as yet, anyway. Not until we've given them 
‘ch more tremble. And so we decided we would give them no chance at all? 

“What was the point ten?! Babu asked, while Manju listened earnestly, her 
chin cupped in her hands. 

“Ie like a declatation of war, We've told them now—this is wat for us and 
youtte the enemy You don’t start a war without first declaring your intentions, 
do you?” 

‘Unless you're Adolf Hitler? Amma, who had been quietly Histening to 
them, said with a small smile 

‘Right, Which we're not. So, that’s how it was! 

‘And what was that paper you gave the policeman?” 


“That was a notice we served on the Collector, as a representative of His 
Majesty's government, asking them to quit India or face the consequences! 

Suman and another boy turned up after they had finished their dinner that 
night. The boy staggered in with a large newspaper-covered parcel in his hands 

“Got it Mohan asked, his voice tense with excitement, 

“Yes. Lot of trouble, though. Where shall L take 12 

“Here, et me help you. My room okay, Amma?" 
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No, think the puja room is better. A light these will look more normal” 

“Right as usual, Amma. The puja room, then. 

The boy went away after a whispered conversation with Suman. Then 
‘Soman, Amma and Mohan went into he small puja room, Babu and Manju 
stared curiously over their shoulders at the mysterious pureel which turned 
out to be 2 eyclostyling machine, 

“Babu; Mohan said as they settled down to work,'st out in the front room 
and keep watch. Give us a warning if anyone seems to be coming to our 
house. Manju. go to bed. Or clse? he went on, noticing her crestfillen face, 
‘you sit here in the hall and pass on Babu’s warning to us 

‘Babu sat outside, alert and attentive. He felta thickening in his throat. It was 
beginning. And at last he was doing something, What a pity Gopy, Murali and 
the others wonld never know about it. Perhaps, some day... He checked himself 
and Kept his eyes and mind on the road outside. It was deserted. In a litle 
‘while, the nine o'clock siren went off Babu thought for the first time that day 
of the war being fought all over the world, And suddenly coming out of his 
reverie, he tensed. A man riding a bike got off and stopped right outside their 
gate. Bur it was only to light a cigarette, it seemed, Babu could see the match 
flaring, then the glow in front of the man’s face.TThe small point of light moved 
a» the man got on his bike and rode away. One more bike. Yes, this man was 
getting off; Maybe, he coo—no, he was opening their gate, Babu fing himself 
inside. Manju turned a started face to him. 

“Someone's coming, in 

‘There was silence. From inside the puja room, three faces looked at him 
blankly, the dim light giving them a peculiar look, Shadows quivered and 
danced as the wick in the oil lamp flickered and figzed. Then Amma got up 
and came out, followed by Mohan. Suman stayed inside and Mohan closed 
the door of the room, 

‘Manju, go to bed. Babu, you too! 

There was a knock at the door, Babu rushed to his room, unrolled his 


bedroll and threw himself on it. 
A Knock again 
‘Who's there?” Amina called out, 
Knock knock. 
“Mohan, go and see who ici! 


Manju, who had gor into bed too, noticed that dhough Amma's voice was 
steady, her hands trembled, 
Mohan came in saying,*Amma, its Patil, che Sub-Inspector? 
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Amma held Manju hand in a tight, hustfal clutch, though her vaice was 


still cool and calm. ‘What does he wa 
“He wants to talk to you, 
“To ne?” 
The hand relaxed. Manju drew her own hand back and rubbed ir sofly 
“Thaven't come to trouble you! a strange voice said.“Vour hushand was my 
friend in school. 'm a friend, 
ant ani 


Anuna got up quickly and went out, Manju waited a mon 
followed her. There was Babu coming out of his room, making a show of 


having been woken one of a deep sleep, rubbing his eyes, yawning lordly and 
repeatedly, mumbling in a grumpy voice,"Who is it? Who is it? But nobody 


paid him any attention and soon Babu was taking in everything with die 


greatest curiosity 
zashe really a police officer? He didn't look like one in his dingy 


The man— 
clothes—was saying to Ami, "Yes, we were in school 
7 together. Oh, he was far above me, He was a scholar 
and I was one of the dunces. He always helped me, 
though. God knows how offen I would have 

been caned bur for him? 


“Please, Patil saheby Amma said, rather 


npatiendy.‘tell me why you are he 
us like his? Suddenly the man 


as brisk and 
businessike. His glance swept over all of them, taking them all in shrewdly 


Certainly this man was no dunce. There's going to he a search in your house 

“When?” 

“Most probably tonight. | heard the Saheb talking. They were speaking of 
a cyelostyling machine. It seems you people are making copies of the 
Mahatma’ speech. They say you have people hiding here as wel. 

Hal” Mohan scoff 


“Bur you have the eyclostyling machine? 
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“No!” Mohaa ssid instantly. 
“Hive yout” the man asked Anum 
‘No! Mohan repeated angrily "You're wasting your time spying on us? 
“Tell meThe man ignored Mohan aad spoke to Amina, 
‘Yes? Amma replied simply and Mohan made an angry hissing sound 
“Where is i” 
‘Amma, you've gone.? 
“inside 
‘Manja’s heart began beating wildly: Why was Amina giving them away? 
“Give it to me.I get it out of the way.You can have it when its safe? 
Mohan burst out again. ‘Amma, what are you doing? How can you trust 
2 policeman?” 
‘The man touched Mohan on the shoulder.’Mohan, you'te still ery young. 
ny things you don't understand. ania policeman, yes, but your 
father was and sil is my friend. And thissis my country as much as itis yours, 


‘There are 


Now; give it to me quickly. They may come any moment! 
Amma opened the door of the puja room and said, Suman!” 
Suman emerged, wiping her fice with her siti, looking ansiously at hem, 
“Come in, Amma beckoned to the man, ‘Its here? 
Suman stared at Amma and the man in bewilderment. Amma smiled at her 
‘Suman. Take away all that nuaterial. Mohan, 


and said, "You've got to get awa 
will you..?” 

‘Mohan stared at Ammia, at Suman and Gnally at Patil, who stared steadily 
back at Mohan. And snddenly the two smiled at each other, 

‘Okay, Amma Mohan said and ducked into the puja room, He lugged the 
‘machine out and gave it to Patil 

‘Do you have a largish bag, with you?" the man asked, 

“Manju... Amma began, but Babu had already gor it. 

“That's fine, that’ fi 

And then they were gone—Pacil, Mohan and Suman. The house seemed 


2 he man said, 
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unbelievably quiet ater the earlier intense activity 

“Let's go back to bed, Amma suggested. 
Mohan came back shortly ‘Suman?* Manju asked him anxiously 
“She's all right” 

"Go to bed, Manju! Amma said. 
Bed? With the police about to come? But nevertheless, she did drop off at 
some time, And came out of her sleep with a jerk to hear a loud knock at che 
door, Tt was repeated. Manju sit up in sudden fright. Amma patted her 
comfortingly. 

"Who is it? she asked loudly, 

“Open the door’ a strange voice ordered. 

“Mohan, see who itis! Amma said, 

Te-was like going through something all over again. But chi time they knew 
for sure i wasn't a friend standing out there, No need for Mohan to 
announce, "Amma, its the police! 


sept fram eater ie 


Mlaseased by Subir Roy 


Shama Futehally 


= THE TUNNEL 


Ankush was looking out of the tain window at the 
bustling: platform, He refused to look anywhere else, He 
\\ was not going to nik to Mummy or Papa or anybody. And 


he was not going to ery, he was not. Mummy was on de 
seat next to hin 


trying to make him talk, just the way he 


tried to make her talk sometimes, It was as if they had 
changed places for once. And there was Papa saying, ‘Do you 
want a bat, Anku? Ora water pistol? 

A toy seller appeared near the window and suddenly there were lots of 
colours around Ankush’ face, Pink, green and blue toys were all bobbing away 
togethicr on the toy seller cart, Ankush looked away again 

“What about a cricket sed’ 
you yet there, Look, Anku, it has a picture of Sachin on itl” 

And it really did, There was a first-class picture of Sachin, right on top of 
the plastic cover, It was a huge set, the sort of thing that Mummy and Papa 
might give him on his birthday, Papa had never before bought such a big 
present on an ordinary day. (But today everything was different) Ankush 
shook his head, bue the toy seller quickly took down the sct and fortunately 
Papa bought it. He placed it carefally om the seat, nest to Ankush's water 
bottle, and patted it two or three times, 


Jd Papa anxiously. You can play with ie after 


A bell clanged somewhere on the platform. Mummy sit up with a jerk and 
Papa stiffened, Everyone on the platform suddenly began to hurry: 

Now Murnmy was clashing, him tight, and over his head she spoke to Hari 
Singh who was at the door of the carriage. Hari Singh, just make sure he 
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doesn’t want water or anything’ 

“Certainly, Bibyjt. He is like any own child, have no fear! 

“And... Munumy’s voice sounded more and more wobbly..“remember he's 
Frightened of tunnels 

“Shoo-o0-000!" There was a piercing whistle which went throngh their 
bones. Now Mummy and Papa were both looking. at him as if they were 
waiting to be punished. How funny it was, this fecling of having changed 
places with them! 

One afier the other they both gave hhim a tight long hug. He wanted to 
‘ura his fice away and show themt how angry he ws, but instead of narning, 
away he found himself waving bravely, ist to one, then to the ather, Nov the 
train began to move as it always did in the beginning —very, very slowly, as if 
it was hardly moving at all. At once a hnge pillar hid them fiom sight and they 
were gone 

They were gone, and that was it, Now there was only Hari Singh. “Baba 
he said, “don't worry about anything, Soon Mummy's ops 
and we will be back. Look out of the window now, how nice it i" 

Hari Singh stroked Ankush’s head with his big rough hands."'l be back in 
a few minutes; he sad, taking a bidi out of his pocket, Then he was gone 0. 
Ankush was all alone in the huge empty carriage. He had newer been so alone 
before. The large green seat was empty except for his small lunch-bos. In one 
comer somebody had let a pile of luggage covered with an old black cloth, 
Nothing else, That about-to-cry fecling began, as fants were crawling about 
inside his mouth 


tion will be over 


He looked 1p to make the Feeling go away He saw that even the ‘upsets’ 
was empty When Mummy and Papa were there he loved to go up. Papa 
would swing him up, Then Mummy would stretch her legs out on the lower 
seat and read her magazine. 

He would wait tll Papa gave him a signal, and then he would lean over 
and punch her magazine right in the middle, She never failed co shrick in 


fright. Never, 
‘And then hat cum 
business. OF course he 
wasn't realy ftightented of 
tunnels. He wasnt a baby. 
But it was so. nice to feel 
frightened, when a huge 
whistle blew and everything 


went dark, and you were in 

‘Mummy’ lp all the time, Nov. 
Ankush bit his lip bravely, 

because Papa had told hin that h 


Papa, knew Ankush would be 
Ihrve. Look out af the window and 


you'll forget everything, Papa bad said, Ankush mired to the window which 


ras hall-open, He pushed against it with one shoulder, as he had seen Papa 
do, It rose a little and then—WHAM!—it thundered as ie slid down and 
Groped on his hand. 

Oh, the pain was terrible. Aukush couldn't stop himself from erying out. 
He turned his fice to the wall and his shoulders shook. And just then—Shree. 


eek! A whistle blew; so lomdly that ft seemed to hie him, And there was 
1 noite like thunder, and everything went black. 

Ir seemed the darkness and noise went on for hours, and Ankush’s sobs 
turned nto sereams of terror Just when he couldn stand ic fora minute longer, 
the dark began to slowly it And them Ankush saw a kind of magic happening. 

The lugyaye in the corner Was moving. It had gat up and was coming 
cowards him. A hand came our from under the black cloth and pushed arse 
the top part. And behind that part of the black cloth Ankush say: MUMMY! 
‘Mutniny? Was 1¢@ Wasn't i? Had Murmiy hidden in the tain to give him a 
surprise? She loved giving, him surprises. Bur no, this fice soomed 4 Erde 
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slfferent, Ie had paan-stained lips and big gold earrings. This face Jooked like 
Mummy because it talked Bke Mummy, 

‘Oh, my little child, may litle bird, So frightened? But ic was only a tunnel 
(hy didn't you come to me? To my lap? 
Qe hand came oucagain and undid the whole elon 


and from underneath 

ge\our a complete auntie, rither plump, wearing a salwar-kameer and a 

\Ipng dupatta around her head. She looked like Mummy did when she 

sari over her head in the sun. The auntie picked him up and sat down, 
Je was on her lap. Ie fele nice, burying his face into the soft silky material, 

cien though it was all a litle different. Tr felt like the times when Muminy 

it oUt and Maasi came to stay with him. And now the new auntie was 

ni into his face and laughing, 

soodiess! Don't you ever talk? Or has Mummy told you to keep quiet all 

way to Caloura® 

nkush began to gigele 

hete, at least you can Laugh! Don't be frightened, my little one. Your 

aaunie is here, Now, how about something mice to eat? 


Puc opened a plastic box and held up some delicious-looking round things 
likg gulab jamuns, 
[Anikush nodded his head vigorously. ‘I also want those triangle things’ he 
id. Somehow he didn’t feel a all shy. 
*No, don’ t think you should have those. They are made of meat and your 
paw 
first you must clean your hands! 


ts may not ke it. You can have as many of these others as you want. But 


‘And Anktish knew exactly what she was going to do. She was going to take 
ont a little towel and pour some water on it {only she poured it from a glass 
borde and Mununy from a thermos}, then she would wipe his face and hands 
The auntie spread a napkin on his lap and gave him a litle thal fall of the 
round things. They were wry, very good. 

‘While eating, Ankush looked at the ausitie,a litte shy.‘T thought you were 
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luggage” he said 

“What! 

‘Because you were covered 
with that cloth 

[And then the auntie began 
to shake with lughter. She 
laughed cll the cears ran down, 
her checks and finally she gave 
him a pretend-slap. “You. bitle 
rascal, you! How dare you! 


Ankush begia to jump up and dowa, as he always did when he had been 


up to some muschiet 


You are luggage, you are luggage! Thor's what you are!” 
‘No, Tam not. I am your Saceda auntie, Thar’ what Tam! 
“Luggage!” shouted Ankush, leaping imto her lap \ 
‘Ankusi: ged at her black covering.“That® what you cover luggage with? 
“Maybe, But it also what I cover myself with. And its called a burqa? 

Just then Hari Singh came hurrying into the compartment, He locked at 
the two of them,a litle puzzled, and then he said,"Babal 1 almost forgot. Were 
you frightened when we went through the tunnel" 

Sitting up in Saceda auntie’ kup, Ankush looked Hari Singh straight in 

the eye 
“Frightened? Who, me? OF 


URSE NOTY he stid 


LMtaseared by KP. Sudesh 


Mala Marwah 


BIDESIA BABU 


In Piplt town in Hazaribagh Diserict of Bihar, lived 
Bidesa Babu. You might want to know why he 


was called Bidesia, or Videshia, or Foreigner 

Babu. te wasn't because he had travelled to distant 

lands or anything like that. About twenty years ago 

he had gone to visit his grandfither in village 

Kirimiri, and stayed away for ewo whole months. But because he had gone far 

away in a train, and come hack wearing shiny new brown boots with black 

laces and a sola tape on his head, people thought he was very well-traveled 

sort of man, s0 hey called him Bidesia Babu, His real name was Debnath 

‘Chowdhury, but no one called him that, not even his own mother, who was 
nearly 100 years old 

Actually Bidesia Babu was two people, On weekdays he worked at a 

geologist in the Govt, Survey Office, and on Sundays he worked as an amatenr 

INVENTOR and HOMEOPATHIC DOCTOR, Once the Raja of Hathi 

pid him a visit to present him with a mosquito-net embroidered with—can 

you believe ie! 


giant anopheles mosquitoes! For curing him of jungle 
‘malaria and hiccoughs; and the Chief Engineer developed a erick in his back 
(which Bidesia Babu then had to cure) when he bent to thank B.B. for filling 
the old coal quarry with water and turning it into a lake. Among the 
automatic can-openets and five-second math-problemsolvers that B, Babu. 
invented, was his most fimous invention. This was the Immediate Upstart 
Finder.a little box with big antennae that picked up nervous responses typical 
to troublemakers. As you ray imagine, this was a terrific thing to have at a 


mela, it akvays pointed out exactly who was going, co plant a cracker under 
the Head Hawaldar’s seat, or who was planning, co purloin the payesh hand 
when the principal pujari was 


ng Forty winks 
Sometimes Bidesia Babu was heard singing: 


Myself Bidesia 
Babu « 


Dosing crazy things 


yesfi 
If problens develop 
1 glad to hellop 
Happy Inventoring-ti! 


Well WHAT da you think happened one very quiet 
Sunelay morning, The Immediate Upstart 

Finder antennae began waggling 
furiously, right on top of B. Babu 
inventing table. ‘New WOT could be 

2 aid B, Baba, as he shat 


‘out of his 1 


I ewo-ro0m 
house into the courtyard, 
‘Arre, Mohna, Barhna, 
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Khichri, Moria!” he yelled out to his neighbours, ‘Kya lio ral hai bhai?” 

And then they heard someone come crashing through the trees towands 
them. It was Bah, aheb! Some people have been 
hopping down pilkhan and banyan trees in the forest! And Saheb! The old 
TIGER who lived in the jungle now has fewer places to hide in and is 
rushing about frightening the people of Pipl! There was confusion at this 
news and everyone began talking at once, and sounded like a bad orchestra 
playing nineteen different tunes at the same rime, No one wanted to face the 
‘ager of course; they just wanted to be far away from hisn."Then Khichri came 
up with a mad idea. He said, ‘Babuji! Motia and L will sit here at the edge of 
the forest and FAST, just like the old sadbus, The POWER of our FASTING 
will frighten the tiger back into the forest! And then! added cunning Khichri 
‘you can give us a REE-wand, Saheb, like a week's supply of kachoris or even 
tickets to the movies? 


eon in B, Babu’ office 


“Yes yas yas! Oh yas! Please fast fastfast? yelled che small crowd of 
Piplisollss. Bidesia Babu said, OK. Itsounls quite cracked, but let try it? So 
Khichri and Motia’ families brought them two mats and spread them out a 
Jide distance from their hots and quarters, and then they ssid litde prayer: 


Mother Namure 
good and kind 
Give us brains 10 
Jelp our minds 
Wie want ro cae 
down Tigo 
Make 
wo dow cheat msi 


® thee 


"Don't cheat, you two! said Badli with his hands on bis hips ‘if we catch 
‘you eating you've had your chips 
“Arte bhai, don't talk about chips, you're making me hungry! said Kichr, 
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as Motia gave him a dirty look. After a litte while everyone went off to their 
jobs and household chores and naps. Meanwhile Mests K. ond M, were 
fisting very hard, When all was silent Moria heard a soft scuffling sound, and 
twrned around to see Khichri trying to sand up quiet! 
going, Khich?* he asked, and Khich said, ‘Oh, just to th 


“Where are you 


you know, the 


bathroom!*Hokay! said Motia, and earried on fasting. But of course we know 
that K, wasn't going to the b-room at ALL, He sprinted off silently to 
of the thicket where there was a guava tree la 


pare 
oy with fruit. Shrimaan Kichri 
ate three juicy guavas, nice big ones, drank some water from a stream nearby 


and ci 


ne back looking, very innocent. As he sat down he burped, alice tiny 
burp. Motia opened one eye and said,"To the bathroom, huh?’ and K. said, “Er, 
yes yes of course.’ Well anyway Motia didn't say anything because he was a 


peaceful fellow and thought he could chase the tiger away with his own 


fasting, But he certainly suspected Khichri because as everyone knows no one 
burps when they come back from the, you knew, b-room, they only barp 
when they've eaten something. For the next wo days Khichri disappeared for 
guys, poor Motia had been starving, with only a few sips of water to keep «Qs 
him going, 

Now friends, on the evening of the third day, just as ewilight was 
beginning to fall, there was the biggest SCENE in Pipli town. Because 
‘Tigeryi had seen with his keen little eyes our friend Khichri come to sneak 


aay 
where these two gents were fasting so fast,"This one looks plum 
he thought, as he saw Khichti on hiy mat, 


i for three afternoons, and he also saw there was no one nearby 


he other’ too 
skinny! So he crept up silently and then JUST as he 

LEAPT on top of Khichri, he stopped. Khichri was Iying 

there petrified trying to seream but no voice came out of 

his throat, he was so terrified. Then he, too, like the Tiger, 
heard it A terrible, horrible sound, 


‘enough to make even a tiger’ hair stand on endl Ie was 
4 rumbling, grumbling, growling, roaring sound, as if 

A HUNDRED LIONS were approaching, 
“GRROOOAAARRRUMMBILF,) it went, 
“GRRRUMBLE-RUMMBLLERRU Tige 
‘when he was beaten, He couldn't fight a hundred lions, 
With his eyes still shining like headlighes in the ewalight, 
he retreated slowly into the forest, ve 
Well, let's all ran away fase-fist, you'll say, now that 


ni knew 


very annoyed 


c got rid of one tiger only to get stuck with » 
hundred lions. But there was no real need for that. The 
terrifying rumbling came fiom dear Moria bhaiya’s hungry 
stomach erying out tthfally for food 

In fact thar’ what gave Bidesia Babu the idea of The 
Rambling Revolver, He had watched the whole thing fron his 
window and was about to aitn at Tiger with a very strong water~ 
hose to chase him away: Then he realized chat Motia’s honest fasting had given 
bina wonderfal idea for chasing away angry tigers withont harming them Yes! 


He has made a fine, shiny revolver with a fixture inside which includes a 
microscopic super-amplifier The nove it makes nscmbles that ofa huge pride 
cof lions roaring lke thunder. And Moti, who isthe ev-tnventor, has received 
the wonderfal reward of fee kachoris for life made by B. Babu mother. 
After this our friend Khichri had to help the peaple of Pipli replant 
saplings in the patch which the tree-thieves had cleared, and with dhe 
monsoons being so good, the jungle is looking thick and green again, Tiger 
has lots of places to hide in now, and the tee-thieves scem to have herd that 
he’ very angry, so they haven't returned 
Bue Bidesia Babu is busier thin ever before All the Ministers in Delhi want 


{0 we his Rumbling Revolver and his Immediate Upstart Finder t00, 3 you 
will imagine they need it badly because all dhe upstarts seem to collect in 
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Delhi, No matter; afer all che fame he will have received, Bidesia Babu will 


still return to Pipli and sing: 


Pmay ransble bu 
Pm fumble 
Aly 
Myself Bidesia 
Bale ant 


nat your fer 


Crockpot Ine 
ven TORIng-it 


Tlwstnoted by Yaposhi Ghosbel 


Dban Gopal Mukerji 


ron GAY-NECK: THE STORY OF A PIGEON 


Aer gos ing and any ventures Cay Nev oe Hi, tw 


Hr Boo the Bets 
TM Any te mansmis meses in Frame, They ae auompaniel by the wise 
Fd ios tamer Gade tet meri nde as 


This & Giy-Neck stor, His ors won of he experonns atthe 


sP dion soierpgcons, one honed ring 


utes 


‘The nest time we were taken to the fiont was after the Rasseldar recovered 
fiom his slight wounds, On this occasion he took both Hina and ane, U knew 
at once thar the message we were to carry way so important that two had to 
bbe trusted with it so that at Teast one might succeed 

“ewas very cold. [felt a8 if | were living in a kingdom of ice. It rained all 
the time, The ground was so foul that every time you stepped on it your fe 
got caught in mud like quicksand, and your feet felt so cold, as if you had 
stepped on a corpse, 

“Now we reached a strange place. It vas not a trench, but a small village 
Around it beat and burst the tides of burning destruction. It was, by the look 


fon the men’s faces, very sacted and important place, for they did not want 
to give it up, though the red tongues of death licked almost every roof, wall 
and cree of this place. I was very glad 10 be in an open space, One could see 
the grey sky low, oh, so very low. And one could see the frost-whited patches 
of ground where no shell had yot fallen, Even there, in that very heart of 


pounding and shooting, where houses fll as birds’ nests in tempest, rats ran 
frum hole to hole, mice stole cheese. and spiders spun webs to catch flies. They 
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‘went on with the business of their lives a8 ifthe slaughtering of men by eheir 
brothers were as negligible a ehe clouds chat covered the sky. 


fier a while the booming stopped. And it looked as if the village—thar 
1s, what Was lefe-of it—were safe from attack, It grew darker and darker. The 
sky lo 
feather of my body and began co pull it ou, as it were, Ttound ie utterly 
Impossible to sit still in our eage. Hira and T hugged each other tight in onder 
to keep warm, 

“Again firing broke out. This time fom every direction, Our litle village 
‘wasan island surrounded by the enemy: Apparently under cover of the fo that 
hhad envwrapped everything, the enemy hid eut off our connection from the 
rear.Then they started shooting the sky-rockers. Ie was dark and clammy like 
9 Himalayan night, though it was hardly past noon, 1 wondered how men 
knew it was anything but night. Men, afterall, know less than binds 


ered so far thacf could pat my beak into it.The dank cold seized every 


“Hira and I were released to carry our respective messages, We flew up, hut 
not very fir, for in a short time we were devoured by a thick fg: Our eyes 


1 


could see nothing. A cold clammy film pressed itself on them, but F had 
anticipated something like this, 1 did whar T would do under such 
circumstances, whether on a field of battle or in India, [few upwards. It 


seemed as if | could go no farther than a foot at a time, My wings were wet 
My breathing was caught in a long proces of sneezing. I thought 1 should 
drop dead in an insant.(Phank the Gods af the pigeons T could see for a few 
yards now! So T flew higher. Now my eyes hegan to smart, Suddenly T realized 
Timust draw down my film—my second eyelids that 1 use in ying through a 
dust-storm—if I were to sa 


mnysell from blindness, for we were not in a 
fog—it was au evil-smelling, e moke let out by men, My eyes 
pained as if somebody had stuck pins into them. My films now covered my 
‘yes, and, holding my breath, 1 struggled upwards. Hira, who was 


jestoyins 


accompanying me, rose too, He was choking to death with that gas. But he 
‘was not going to give up his flight, At lat we rose clear of the sheer of poison 
smoke, The air was pure here, and as [ removed the film from my eyes I saw, 
far away against the grey sky, our line, We flew towards it 
“Hardly had we down halfivay homeward when a terrible eagle with black 
rose all over it lew nearer and spat fire at us—puck pul, puck pull, pop 
pa... We ducked and did che best we could, We flew back to its rear There the 
machine comld not hit us. Imagine us flying: over the tail of that machine~ 
‘eagle. It could do nothing, It bogan to circle. So did we. le earned somersaults 
So did we. It could do nothing without wriggling its tail; unlike dat of a real 
‘eagle its tail was as stiff as a dead fish, We knew thac if we onee came int 
fronc of itagain, we would be killed instantaneonsy. 
“Time was passing. I realized that we could not go on staying 
over the tail of that machine-cagle for ever. The village covered 
with poison gas that we had loft behind held the Rasseldar 
and our friends, We must get our message through for 
their safery and succour. 
Just then the machine-cagle played a wick. {t flew 
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back cowanis its home. We did not wish to go inte the enemy’ line Aying 
over its tail in order to be sniped by sharpshooters. Now that we were 
halfway to our own home and in sight of our line, we gave up being carefuls 
‘we cummed away from: the machine-eagle and flew at our highest speed, rising. 
higher every few wing-bears. No sooner had we done that chan the miserable 
beast trned and followed. Fortunately, it took him a little time, There was 
no doubt now that we were flying over our own fines, Just the same that 
plane rose to our level and kept on pouring fire on us—puft pul pop pal 
Now we were forced to duck und dive, 1 made Hira fly under me. That 
protected hin, So we flew, but fate is fate, From nowhere came an eagle and 
fited at the enemy: We felt so safe now that Hira and T flew abreast of each 
other Just then a bullet buzzed by me and broke his wings. 

Poor wounded Hira! # 


ireled and fell through the air 
like a silver leaf, fortunately in our line, Seeing that he 
was dead, flew at lighting speed, never turning back to 
see the duel of the two eagles. 
‘When 1 got home T was taken to the 
Conunander-in-Chief, He patted my back. Thea, 
for the first time, {realized what an inyportane message 
had brought, for as soon as the old man had read the 
piece of paper he touched some queer ticking things, 
and he lifted a piece of horn and growled into it. Now 
Ghond took me to my nest. There, as 1 perched, 
thinking of Hira, | felt the very earth shake under me, 
Machine-agles flew in the air as thick as locus. They 
howled, whirred and barked. Below, from the ground, boomed and groaned 
innumerable metal dogs. Then came the deep-toned how! of the big spitfires 
like a whole forest of tigers gone mad. Ghond patted my head and said,"You 
have saved the day” But there was no day in sight. Ue was a darkening grey sky 
under which death coiled 


ind screamed like a dragon, and crushed all i its 
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grip. How bad it was you may ginge from thist when T flew near our base for 


ercive next morning I found that hardly a mile from my nest the ground was 


ploughed up by shells. And even rats and field mice did not manage to escape: 


dozens of them had been shuphtered and cut «@ pieces. Oh! ic was terrible, 1 


felt so melancholy: Now that Hira was dead T was alone, and so wea 


Mlactated hy Pulate Biswas 


R.K. Narayan 


reow SWAMI AND FRIENDS 


The Katon of Swami and Friends & rhe say of Mall and he yor 
1990. Spr by 5 States demonstution, Swaminathan (Sara fr 


tortie the winds of Al Mision Sc whe he stained has 


foe the teation. Sas the oi dhe Kor High Sc 


Hi iid Rj dM ete pot ele ick a the MICE 


Work was rather heavy in the Board High School. The 

amount of homework given at the Albere Mision was 
nothing compared to the heap given at the Board, Every teacher thou 
his was the only subject chat dhe boys bad to study: Six suis in Arithmetic, four 


chat 


pages of handwriting copy’, dictionary meanings of scores of tough words, nwo. 
taps,and five stanzas in Tamil poetry, were the average homework every dy. 
‘Swaminathan sometimes wished that he had not left his old school. The 
teachers here were ruthless beings; not to speak of the drill three evenings a 
week, there were scout classes, compulsory guinea, etc. after the regular hours 
every day; and missing a single class meant haléa-dozen cane cuts on the 
following day. The wizened spectacled man was a repulsive creature, with his 
screeching voice; the Head of the Albert Mision had a majestic air about him 
in spite of all his defers 

Al this rigour and discipline resulted in a life with litle scope for leisure, 
‘Swaminathan got up pretty early, cushed through all his homework, and rose 
Justin time to finish the meal and reach the school as the first bell rang. Every 
chy, as he pased the cloth shop at the end of Market Road, the first bell 
reached his ears. And just as he panted into the class, the second bell would 
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0 off. The bell lacked the rich note of the Albert Mission gong: there was 
something mean and nasil about it, But he soon got accustomed to it 

Except for an hour in the afiernoon, he had to be klued to his seat right til 
four-thirty in the evening. He had lost the las-bench habit (it might be 
because he no longer had Mani’ company in the chasroom). He sat in the 
second row, anid no dawaling easy 


iB Nonsense was tolerated there; you sat 
right under the teachers nose. When the four-thirty bell rang, Swaminathan 
slipped his pencil into his pocket and stretched his cramped aching fingers, 

‘The four-thirty bell held no special drill. You could not just dash out of the 
<class with a how! ofjoy-You had to go to the drill ground and stand in a solemn 
line, and for three-quarters of an hour the Drill Masier treated you as if you 
were his dog, He drove you to uurch lefé and right, stand at attention, and 
swing the arms, or climb the horizontal or parallel bars, whether you liked it 
oF not, whether you kuew the thing or not. For aught the Drill Master cared, 
‘you might lose your balance on the horizontal bars and crack your skull 

At the end of this you ran home to drink coffee, throw down the books, 
and rush off to the cricket field, which was a long way off You covered the 
distance balf running, half walking, moved by the vision ofa dun field sparsely 
covered with scorched gras, lt into a blaze by the slant rays of the evening 
sun, enveloped in a dimsy cloud of dust, alive with the shouts of players 
seumping about, What music chere was in the thud of the bat hitting the ball! 
Just as you took the turn leading to Lawley Extension, 
‘which stood poised like a red-hot coin on the horizon. You hoped it would 
ot sink, But by the time you arrived at the field, he sun went down, leaving 
‘only a splash of colour and light in the sky.The shadows already crept out, and 
fone or two municipal linterns nwinkled here and there. You still hoped you 
would be in time for a good game, But from about half'a furlong away you 
save the team squatting carelessly round the field. Somebody was wielding the 
hat rather languidly, bowled and fielded by a handfil who were equally 
languid—the languor that comes at the end of a strenuous evening in the sun, 


out looked at the sm, 
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In addition to the misery of disippointment, you found Rajam a hit sore, He 
never understood the difficulties ofa man. ‘Oh, Swami, why are you lite again’? 
“Wretched drill class? 
“Oh, damn your drill classes and scout classes! Why don’t you come early? 
“What can I do, Rajan? F can't help i. 
“Well, well. don’t care. You are always wady with excuses. Si 
bats, balls and things arrived, you have hardly played four times? 


ce the new 


Others being too tired to play, eventually you persuaded the youngest 
jember of the team (a promising, obedient boy of the Fifth Standard, who 
was admitted because he cringed and begged Rajam perseveringly) co bovw! 
while you batted. And when you tired of it, you asked him to hold the bat 


and started bowling, and since you were the Tate of the team, the youngster 
was rather nervous, And agiin you took up batting, and then bewling, and so 
fon, It went on till it became difficul to find the ball n the semi-darkness and 
the picker ran after stnall dark objects om the ground, instead of afier the ball 
Ac this stage a rumonr started that the ball was lost and eaused quite ast, The 
figures squatting; and reposing gor busy, and the ball was retrieved, After this 
the captain passed an order forbidding further play, and the stumps were 
draw for the day, and soon all the players melted in the darkness, You stayed 
behind with Rajan and Mani perched upon Rajam’ compound wall, and 
discussed the day's game jating the improvement, stagnation 
‘or degeneration of each player, sill it became quite dark and a peon came to 
inform Rajam that his tutor had come, 


nd the players, 


eee 


One evening, returing home from the cricket ficld, after parting from Mani 
at the Grove Street junction, Swaminathan’ conscience beggin to trouble him 
‘A slight incident had happened during the early evening when he had gone 
home from the school to throw down the books and star for the cricket field 
He hac just thrown down the books and was running towards the kitchen, 


84 | Ro Marayan 


Ciplomatically, because she knew what to expect from her grandson, And 
‘when she asked hin) to sit down, she did it asthe fist diplomatic move 

Without condescending to say yes or no, Swaminathan held one his hand for 
the cains and took them. Granny said, “You must come hefore I caune ten’ This 
imposition ofa time limit irritated him. He threw down the coins and said,'It 
‘you want itso urgently, you had better go and pet it yourself? It was nearing 
five-thirty and he wanted co be in the fek! before sunset, He stood frowning at 
her ay if giving her the choice of his geting the lemon late when he returned 
fiom the field, or not at all.She said,‘ have a terrible pain in the stomach, Please 
trun out and come back, boy’ He did not stay there to hear more, 

But now all the excitement and exhilaration of the play being over, and 
having bidden the last ‘goodnight’, he stood in the Grove and Vinayak 
Mudali Street junction, as it were face to face with his soul. He thonght of 
his grandmother and felt guilty. Probably she was writhing with pain at that 
very moment, It stung his heart ay he remembered her pathetic upturned 
face and watery eyes. He called himself a sneak, a thief, an ingrate, and a 
hardhearted villain 

In this mood of sclf-reproach he reached home. He softly sit beside 
Granny and kept looking, at her, [-was contrary to his custom. Every evening 
as soon as he reached home he would dash straight into the kitchen and 
‘worry the cook. But now he felt that his hunger did not matter. 

Granny's passage had no light. It had only a shaft falling from the lamp in 
the hall. In the half-darkness, he could not see her face clearly. She lay still 
Swaminathan was seized with a horrible passing doubt whether she might 
not be dead—of stomachache, He controlled his voice and asked, ‘Granny, 
how is your pain?” 

Granny stirred, opened her eyes and said, “Swami 
you had your food? 

“Not yet. How is your stomachache, Granny? 

“Oh, ic all right. Les all right? 


‘ou have come! Have 
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Te cost him all his mental powers to ask without flinching, ‘Did you get the 
Jemon?’ He wanted to know it, He had been feeling genuinely anxious about it 
Granny answered chis question at once, but to Swaminathan it scemed an age— 
«terrible stretch of time during which anything might happen, she might say 
anything, scold him, disown him, swear that she would have nothing more to do 
«with him, or say repmachfilly that if only he had eared to go and purchase the 
lemon in tine he might have saved her, and that she was going to die in a few 
minutes, But she simply sad, You did right in noe going: Your mother had kepe 
a dozen in the kitchen’ 

Swaminathan was overjoyed to hear this good news. And he expressed this 
‘mood of joy in:*You know what my new name is? Iam Tate! 


“What is Tate?" she asked innocently: Swaminathan’s disappointment was 
‘nvofald:she had not known anything of his new title, and failed to understand 
its tich significance even when told, At other times he would have shouted at 
her. But now he was a fresh penitent, and so asked her kindly,‘Do you mean 
10 say that you don't know Tate?” 

don't know what you mean’ 

Tate, the great cricket player, the greatest bowler on earth, I hope you 
know what cricket is? 

“What is that?” Granny asked. Swaminathan was aghast at this picce of 


illieracy.‘Do you mean to say, Granny, that you don’t know what cricket is, 
or are you fooling me?” 

“I don’t know what you mean? 

“Don't keep on saying “I don't know what you mean”. | wonder what the 
boys and men of your days did in the evenings! T think they spent all che 
‘twenty-four hours in doing holy things! 

He considered for a second. Here was his Granny stagnating in appalling 
ignorance; and he fele it his duty to save het. He delivered a share speech 
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setting forth the principles, ideals, and the philosophy of the game of ericket 


mentioning the radiant gods of that world, He asked her every few seconds 


if she understood, and she nodded her head, thoug 


she caught only three 


per cent of what he sid, He concluded the speech with a sketch of the 


history and the prospeets of the MCC. ‘But for Rajam, Granny? be said, ‘I 
don’t know where we should have been, He bas spent 
hundreds of rupees on this team. Buying bats and ball 
Js ho joke, He has plenty of money in his box, Our 
team is known even to the Government, IF you like 


you may write a letter to the MCC and it will be 


delivered to us promptly. You will see as winning all the 


cups in Malgudi, and in course of time we shall show 
is! He added a 


all sorts of fellows 


even the Madras fellows what crick 


very important note:‘Don' imag 


His father stood behind him, with the baby in his ares, 


He asked, What are you lecturing about, young nan? 


Swaminathan had not noticed his father’s presence 
and now writhed awkwanlly as he answered, ‘Nothing, .Oh, nothing, Father! 

“Come on, Let me know it too” 

Alvis nothing —Granny wanted to know something about cricket and Las 
explaining it to her 

“Indeed! T never knew Mother was a sportswoman, Mother, I hope Swami 
has fi 


ed you with cricket-wisdom? 
Granny said, ‘Don't tease the boy, The child is so foud of me. Poor thing! 
He has been trying to tell me all sorts of things. You are not in the habit of 
explaining things to me. You are all big men, 
Father replied, pointing at the baby, ‘Just wait a few days and this little 
fellow will teach you all the philosophy and the polities in the world? He 


gently clouted the baby’ far cheeks, and the baby gurgled and chirped 
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Joyfilly. “He has already started lecturing, Listen attentively, Mothet? Granny 
held up her arms for the baby, But Father clung to him tight and said, ‘No. 
No. | came home early only for this fellow’s sake, [ can't, Come on, Swami, T 
think we had better sit down fr food. Where is your mother?" 


see 


The captain sternly disapproved of Swaminathan’s ways. Swami, I must warn 
you. You ate neglecting the game.You are not having any practice at all! 

‘itis this wretched Board School work! 

“Who asked you to go and join it? They never came and invited you. Never 
‘mind. ut let mie tell you. Even Bradman, Tate, and everybody spends four to 
five hours on the pitch every day, practising, practising, Do you think you are 
greater than hey?” 

“Captain, listen to me. 1 do my best (0 arrive at the field before five. But 
thie wretched Board High School dimetble is peculiar? 

A way out had to be found. The captain suggested, “You must see your 
headmaster and ask him to exempt you from extra work tll the match is over? 
It was more easily said than done, and Swaminathan said so, conjuring up 
before his mind a picture of the wizened face and the small dingy spectacles 
of his headmaster. 

“Lam afraid co ask that monster) Swaminathan said.‘He may detain me in 
Second Form for ages! 

“Indeed! Are you telling me that you are in such terror of your headmaster? 
Suppose I sce him? 

“Oh, please don't, Captain. [beg you. You don't know what a vicious being 
he is. He may not treat you well. Even if he behaves well before you, he is sure 
to kill me when you are gone! 

‘What is the matter with you, Swami? Your head is fall af nonsense, How 
are we to go on? [tis ewo months since we started the team, and you have not 
played even for ten days.” 


‘Mani, who had stretched himself on the compound wall, now broke in: 
“Let us see what your headmaster can do. Let him say yes or no, IF he kills you 
1 will pulp him, My clubs have had no work for a long time? 

‘Thete was no stopping Rajam.The next day be insisted that he would see the 
headmaster at the school, He would not mind losing a couple of periods of his 
own class, Mani offered to go with him but was advised to mind his busines. 

Next morning at nine-thirty Swaminathan spent five minutes rubbing his 
yes red, and then complained of headache. His father felt his temples and said 
that he would be all right iffhe dashed a litle cold water on his forehead. 

“Yes, Father? Swaminathan said and went out, He stood outside Father's 
room and decided chat if cold water was a cure for headache he would avoid 
it, since he was praying for that malady just chen. Rajam was coming 0 see 
the headmaster, and it would be unwise to go to school that morning, He 
‘went in and asked, ‘Father, did you say cold water?" 

"Yes! 

“Buc don’t you think it will give me pneumonia or something? [am also 
feeling feverish? 

Tather felt his pube and said, Now ran to school and you will be all right! 
Ie was easier to squeeze milk out of a stone than to get permission from Father 
to keep away from school 

He whispered into his Granny's ear, Granny, even if I die, Tam sure Father 
‘will insist on sending my corpse to the school! Granny protested vehemently 
against this sentiment, 

“Granny terrible fever is raging within me and my head is sphting with 
headache. Buc yet, L mustn't keep away fom school! 

Granny said, ‘Don't go to school’ She then called Mother and said, This 
child has fever Why should he go to school?” 

“Has he?! Mother asked anxiously; and fussed over him, She felt his body and 
said that he certainly bad a temperature. Swaminathan said pathetiealy.’Give me 
milk or something, Mother. I is getting late for school’ Mother vetoed this 
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virtuous proposl, Swaminathan faintly said, “But Father may wot like it? She 
asked hin to lie dawn on.a bed and hurried along to Father's room. She stepped 


» the room with the declaration, ‘Swami has fe 


and he can’t go to school, 
Did you take his temperature?” 


Not yet. Ir doesn't matte 


ihe mises the school for a day? 


Anyway, tke his temperature, he said. He feared that his wife might detect 
the sarcasi in his suggestion, and added as a palliative, “That we may know 
whether a doctor is necessary 


A theemiomieter stuck out of Swaminathan's mouth for half minute and 


indicated normal. Mother looked at it and thrust it back into his mouth. I 


again showed normal. She took it to Father, and he said,‘ Wel, itis norntal! 


itching to ald, l knew it? Mother insisted, ‘Something-has gone wreng with 


the diermomever. The boy has feve: 


There is no better theemomieter than my 
hand. 1 can swear that he has 100.2 now? 
Quite likely? Father sid. 


And Swaminathan, when 


to have been at school, was lying 
peacefilly, with closed eyes, on his bed. He heard a foorstep near his bed and 


‘opened his eyes, Father stood aver him an 


ssid in an undertone,"You ate a lucky 
fellow: What a lot of champions you have in thiy house when you don't want to 
go to school!” Swanninathan felt chat dhs yas a sudden and unprovoked artack 


fiom behind, He shut lus eyes and turned toward the wall with a feeble groan, 
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By the afternoon he was already bedsore, He dreaded the prospect of 


staying in bed chroughh the evening. Moreover, Rajan would have already 
come te the school in the morning and gone 

He went to his mother and informed her that he was starting for the 
school. There was violent protest at once. She fele him all over and said that 
he was certainly better but in no condition to go to school, Swaminathan said, 
“Lam feeling quite fit, Mother. Don't get fussy. 

‘On the way to the school he met Rajam and Mani. Mani had his cluly under 
hig arm, Swaminathan fared that these ewo had done 
something serion, 


Rajan said, "You are a fine fellow! Where were you 


this morning? 


Did you see the headmaster, Rajan? 


lor yet. found that you had not come, and did not see 
him. f want you to be with me when | see him. Affer all it 
Js your business! 

When Swaminathan emerged fom the emotional chaos 
which followed Rajam's words, he asked, "What is Mant 


doing here?” 


T don't know! Rajan said. “I found his outside your 
school with his club, when he ought to have been in his class 
‘Mani, what about your elas 


Te is all right? Mani replied, "I didn’t attend it today 
‘And why your club?’ Swaminathan asked 


‘Ob! 1 simply broughe it alon 


Rajam asked, ‘Weren't you told yesterdy to attend your class and mind 
your busi 


1 don’t remember. You asked me to mind my busines only when I offered 


to accompany you, I am not accompanying you. Lyust came his way, and y 


have also come this way:'This is a public road? Mani’ jest was lost on them, 


Their minds were too busy wich plans 
fir the impending interview, 


Done worry, young men! Mani said. 


all see you through your troubles, 1 


Ik to the headmaster, you lik 


I you step inco his room, he will call 
the police) Swaminathan sid, 


reached the school, Mani 


anvay, or at worst wait on 


the road, Rajan 


tm, and Swanunathan 


way compelled to accompany him 10 th 
headinasers room, 
The headmaster was sleeping with his 


head between his hands and his elbows 


resting on the table. le was a small stufly room 
with ouly one window opening on the 
weather-beaten sidewall of a shop; it was 
cluttered with dust-liden rolls of maps, 
The 


headmaster’s white cane lay on the cable 


globes, and geometrical squares, 


actoss «wo Ink bottles and some pads. 


The sun came inp hor dusty beam 


nd fell on the headmaster’s nose 
and the cable. He was gently 
snoring, This was a possibility chat 
Rajan had nor thoughe of 

Whar shall we do?" Swaminathan 


asked in a raspi 


2 whisper 
‘Wait? Rajam ondered. 


They waited for ten minutes and 
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then began to make gentle noises with their feet. The headmaster opened his 
eyes and without taking his head from his hand, kepr staring at them vacantly, 
without showing any sign of recognition, He rubbed his eyes, raised his 
eyebrows three times, yawned, and asked in a voice thick with sleep,"Have you 
fellows no cass?” He fumbled for his spectacles and put them on, Now the 
picture was complete—wizened face and dingy spectacles calculated to strike 
terror into the hearts of Swaminathans. He asked again, “To what class do you 
fellows belong? Have you no class? 

“I don't belong to your school Rajan said defiantly. 

“Ah, then which heaven do you drop fiom” 

Rajam said, ‘I am the captain of the MCC and have come to see you 
con business? 

“Whar is that? 

“This is my friend WS, Swaminathai of Second C. studying in your school 

“Lam honoured to meet you sad the headmaster turning to Swaminathan, 
Rajam felt at that moment that he had found ont where the Board High 
School got its reputation from 

"Tam the captain of the MCC! 

“Equally honoured.’ 

‘He is in my team, He is 2 good bowle 

“Ae you?’ said the headmaster, curning co Swaminathan, 

“May I come ro the paint? Rajam asked 

“Do, doy said the headmaster, ‘for heavens sake, do? 

“Ibis this’ Rajam stid,'he is a good bowler and he needs some practice. He 
can't come to the field early enough because he is kept in the school every 
hay after four-thirey’ 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“Sir, can’t you permit him to go home after four-thirty?* 

‘The headmaster sank back in his chair and remained silent. 

Rajam asked again," What do you say, sit, won't you do it” 
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*Are you the headmaster of this school or am 1?” 

“OF course you are the headmaster, sir In Albert Mission they don't keep 
us a minute longer than four-thirty. And we are exempted trom drill if we 
play games? 


“Here 1 am not prepared to listen to your thapsodies on that pariah school. 
Get out? 

‘Mani, who had been waiting outside, finding his friends gone too long, and 
having his own fears, now came inte the headmaster’s 190m, 


"Who is this? asked the headmaster, looking at Mani sourly. What do 


"Nothing; Mani replied and quietly stood in a corner, 

‘Tcan’t understand why every fellow who finds nothing to do comes and 
stands in my room 

“Tam the Police Superintendents son, Rajam said abruptly, 

“Is that so? Find out from your father what he was doing on the day a gang. 
of Litle rascals came in and smashed these windows... What is the ehing that 
fellow has in his hand?" 

“My wooden chub? Mani answered, 

Raja added, He breaks skulls with it. Come out, Mani, come on, Swami 
‘There is nothing doing with this—this madcap! 
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FESTIVAL OF EID 


“ A full chirty days alter Ramadan comes Bid, How 
waonderfill and beautiful is the morning of Eid! 


The trees look greenct, the fields more festive, 


the sky hay a lovely pink glow, Look at the sun! 
It comes up brighter and more daze 
before to wish the world a very happy Eid 
‘The village is agog with excitement. Everyone 
is up early to go to the Eidgah mosque which is 
a good three miles from the village. 


than 


‘The boys are more excited than the others. Some of them kept only one 
fase—and that only cll noon, Some didn’t even do that. Bur no one ean deny 
them the joy of going to the 


idgah. Fasting is for the grown-ups and the 
aged. For the boys itis only the day of Bid. They have been talking about it 
all the time. At long last the day has come, And now they are impatient with 
people for not hurrying up. They have no concern with things that have to 
be done. They are not bothered whether or not there is enough milk and 
sugar for the vermicelli pudding, All they want is to eat the pudding. They 
have no idea why Abbajan is out of breath sunning to the house of Chaudhri 
Karim Ali, They don't know that ifthe Chaudhri were to change his mind he 
could turn the festive day of Eid into a day of mourning, Their pockets bulze 
with coins hike the stomach of the pot-bellied Kubera, the Hindu God of 
‘Wealth. They are forever taking the treasure out of their pockets, counting and 
Mahmood counts ‘On: 
‘ovelve’—he has twelve pice, Mohsin: has ‘One, owo, three, eight, ning, fifteen 


reeounting it before putting it bac 


hwo, ten 
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pice, Out of this countless hoard they will buy countless things: toys, sweets, 
paper-pipes, ubber ball—and much else 

The happiest of the boys is Hamid. He is only four, poorly dressed, thin 
and famished-looking, His father died last year of cholera."Then his mother 
wasted away and, without anyone finding out what had ailed her she also died, 
‘Now Hartid sleeps in Granny Ameena’ lap and is as happy a8 a lark, She tells 
him that his father has gone to carn money and will return with sickloads of 
silver And that his mother has gone to Allah to get lovely giffs for him. This 
snakes Hamid very happy. It is great to Hive on hope 

Hamid has no shoes on his fect; the eap on his head is soiled and tateereds 
its gold thtead has tuned black. Nevertheless Hamid is happy. He knows that 
‘when his father comes back with sacks fall of silver and his mother with gifts 
fom Allah he will be able to fulfil al his heare’s desires. Then he will have 
‘more than Mahmoud, Mohsin, Noorey and Sammi. 

In het hovel the unfortunate Ameena sheds bitter teas, It is Eid and she 
does not have even a hand of grain. Only if her Abid were there, ic would 
have been a different kind of Eid! 

Hamid goes to his grandmother and says, "Granny, don't you fret over me! 
| will be the first to get back. Don't worry!” 

‘Ameena is sad. Other boys are going out with their fathers. She isthe only 
‘father’ Hamid has. How can she let him go to the fair all by himself? What if 
hie gets lost in the crowd? No, she must not lose her precious little soul! How 
can he walk three miles? He doesttt even have a pair of shoes. He will get 
blisters on his feet. [she went along with him she could pick him up now 
and then, But then who wonld be there t cook the vermicelli? If only she 
had the money she could have bought the ingredients on the way back and 
quickly made the pudding. In the village it would take her many hours to get 
everything, The only way out was to ask someone for them. 

‘The villagers leave in one party. With the boys is Hamid. They run on 
ahead of the elders and wait for them under a tre. Why do the oldies drag 
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their feet? And Hamid is like one with wings on his feet. How could anyone 
think he would ger tired? 

They rach the suburbs of the town, On both sides of the road are 
mansions of the rich enclosed all around by thick, high wall. {n the gardens 
mango and litchi trees are laden with fruit, A boy hutls a stone ara mango 
tree.The gardener rushes ont screaming abuses ar them By then the boys are 
a furlong our of his reach and roaring with laughter, 

Then come big buildings: the lw courts the evllege and the club, How 
many boys would there be in this big college? No sir, they are not all boys! 
Some are grown-up men, They sport enormous mustaches. What are such 
grown-up men going on studying for? And the white folk play games in the 
ings. Grown-up men, men with moustiches and beards playing games! 
‘And not only they, but even their Memsabibs! That’ the honest truth! You 
ive my Granny that something they call a racket; she wouldn't know how to 

hold it. And ifshe tried to wave it about she would collapse 

Mahmood says,'My mother's hands would shake; I swear by Allah 
they woul 
Mohsin says, Mine can grind maunds of grain, Her hand 
wold never shake holding a miserable racket, She draws 
hundreds of pitchers full of water from the well every day. 
My buffalo drinks up five pitchers. [fa Memsahib had to draw 

tone pitcher, she would go blue in the face! 

Mahmood interrupts, ‘But your mother couldn't ran and leap about, 
could she?! 

“Thats right! replics Mohsin, ‘she couldn't leap or jump. Bue one day our 
cow got loose and began grazing in the Chaudhri fields. My mother ran so 
fast after it that 1 couldn't catch up with het, Honest t God. { could not! 

So we proceed to the stones of the sweetmeat vendors. All so gly 
decorated! Who can eat all these delicacies? Just look! Every store has them 
piled up in mountain heaps. They say that after nightfall, finns come and buy 


up everything, “My Abba says that at midnight there isa Jinn at every stall, He 
has all that remains weighed and pays in zeal sup 
have! says Mohsin, 


4, just the sort of rupees we 


Hamid is not convinced. ‘Where would the finns come by rupees?” 

‘Juuns are never short of money! replies Mohsin, “They can get into any 
treasury they want. Mister, don’t yon know no iron bars can stop them? They 
have all the diamonds and rubies they want. If they are pleased with anyone 
they will 
five nuinutes later they can be in Caleutta’ 

Hamid asks again,'Are these finns very big 

“Bach one is as big. as the sky? asserts Molin, ‘He has his feet on the 
sground, his head touches the sky. But if he so wanted, he could get into a 
tiny brass pot! 

“Howy do people make finns happy? asks Hamid. 
secret, E would make at least one 

Ido not know: repli 


fe him baskets full of diamonds, They are here one moment and 


anyone taught me the 


inn happy with me 
Mohsin, ‘but the Chauhri Sahib has a Toe of finns 
under his contro}, IFanything iy stolen, he can trace it and even tell you the 


name of the thief, Jinns tell him everything that is going; on in the world’ 

‘Hamid understands how Chaudhri Sahib has come by his wealth and why 
people hold him in so much respect 

It begins to got ctowded, Parties heading for the Eidgah are coming into 
town from different sides—each one dresedt hetrer than the ather, Some on 
‘ongus and ekkas; some in motor ears. All wearing perfume; all bursting with 
excitement. Our small party of villagers is not bothered about che poor show 
they make. They are a calm, contented lot. 


For village children everything in the town is strange. Whatever eatehes their 
«ye, they stand and gape at it with wonder. Cars hoot frantically to get them out 
‘ofthe way, but they couldn't care less. Hamid 36 nearly run over by a car. 

Ac long last the Eidgah comes in view: Above it are massive tamarind trees 
casting their shade on the cemented floor on which earpets have been spread. 
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‘And there are row upon row of worshippers as far as the eye can see, spilling 
well beyond the mosque courtyard. Newcomers line themselves behind the 
others, Here neither wealth nor status matter because in the eyes of Islam all 
men are equal. Our villagers wash their hands and feet and make their own 
line behind the others. What a beautifal, heart-moving sight iti! What peefect 
coordination of movements! A hundred thousand heads bow together in 
prayer! And then all together they stand erect; bow down and sit on their 
knees! Many times they repeat these movements—exactly as if a hundred 
thousand electric bulls were switched on and off at the same time again and 
again. What a wonderful spectacle itis! 

The prayer is over. Men embrace each other. They descend on the sweet 
and toy-vendors’ stores like an army moving to an assault, [n this matter the 
grown-ups are no less eager than the boys. Look, here is a swing! Pay a pice 
and enjoy riding up to the heavens and then plummeting down to the earth. 
‘And here isthe roundabout strung with wooden elephants, horses and camel! 
Pay one pice and have twenty-five rounds of fun, Mahmood and Mohsin and 
Noorey and other boys mount the horses and camels, 

Hamid watches them from a distance. All he has are three pice. He couldn't 
afford co part with a third of his treasure for a few miscrable rounds 

They've finished with the roundabouts; now it is time for the toys. There 
is a row of stalls om one side with all kinds of toys; soldiers and milkmaids, 
kings and ministers, water-carriers and washer-women and holy men, 
Splendid display! How lifelike! All they need are tongues to speak. Mahmood 
bays a policeman in khaki with a red turban om his head and 3 gua on his 
shoulder. Looks as if he is marching in a parade. Mohsin likes the water-carrier 
with his back bent under the weight of the waterbag, He holds the handle of 
the bag in one hand and looks pleased with himself, Perhaps he is singing. It 
seems as if the water is about to pour out of the bag. Noorey has fillen for 
the lawyer. What an expression of learning he has on his face! A black gown 
‘over a long, white coat with a gold watch chain going into a pocket, a fat 
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volume of some law book in his hand. Appears as if he has just finished 
arguing a case in a court of law. 

These toys cost two pice cach. All Hamid has are three pic 
afford to buy such expensive toys? If they dropped out of his hand, they would 
be smashed to bits, Ifa drop of water ell on them, the paint would run, What 
would he do with toys like these? They'd be of no use to him. 


how can he 


Mohsin says, "My water-carrier will sprinkle water every day, morning 
and! evening? 

Mahmood says,’My policeman will guard my house. IF 
4 thief comes near, he will shoot him with his gun 

Noorey says,'My lawyer will fight my: eases? 

Suunmisiys, ‘My washer-woman will wast my clothes 
every day! 

Hamid pooh poohs their toys—they're made of clay—one fill and they'll 
break in pices. But his eyes look ac thesn hungrily and he wishes he could hold 
them in his hands for just a moment or two. His hands stretch without his 
wanting to stretch them. But young boys are not givers, puriculanly when itis 
something new: Poor Hamid doesnt get to touch the toys. 

‘Aficr the toys, it is sweets. Someone buys sesime-seed candy, others gulab 
Jjamuas of halva. They smack their lips with relish, Only Hamid is left out. 
‘The luckless boy has at least three pice; why doesn't he also buy something 
to eat? He looks with hungry eyes at the others, 

Mohsin sis, “Hamid, take this sesume candy, it smells good? 

Hamid suspects i isa cruel jokes he knows Mohsin doesn't have so big a 
heart, But knowing this Hamid goes to Mohsin, Mohsin takes a piece out of 
his lea-wrap and holds it towards Hamid. Hamid stretches out his hand 
Mohsin puts the candy in his own mouth, Mahmood, Noorey and Samii 
chp their hands with glee and have a good laugh, Hamid is erestfallen 

Mobis says,"This tinne | will et you have it. swear by Allah! f will give 
it to you. Come and take it? 
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Hamid replies, You keep your sweets, Don't I have money? 
“AIl you have are three pice’ says Sammi. What can you buy for three pice? 
Mahmood says,"Mohsin is a rascal. Hamid you come to me and I will give 
‘you gulb jamuns. 
Hamid replies,’ What is there to rave about sweets? Books are fall of bad 
things about eating sweets? 
“In your heart you must be saying: “IF T could get it 1 would eat it” says 
Mohsin.'‘Why don’t you take the money out of your pocket?” 
*Lknow what this clever fellow is up to! says Mahmood. When 
‘we've spent all our snoney, he will buy sweets and tease us? 
Affer the sweet vendors there are a few hardware stores and 
shops of real and artificial jewellery. There is nothing there to 
attract the boys’ attention, So they go ahead—all of them 
except Hamid who stops to see a pile of tongs. It occurs to 
him that his granny does not have a pair of tongs. Bach time 
she bakes chappatis, the iron plate burns her hands. If he were 
to buy her a pair of tongs she would be very pleased, She would 
\ |» never burn ber Singers; they would be a usefil thing to have in 
)N\ the house. What use are toys? They are a waste of money. You can 
} have some fin with them but only fora very short time. Then you 
forget all about them, 
Hamid’ friends have gone ahead. They are at a stall drinking 
Z. sherbet, How selfish they are! They bought so many sweets but did not 
give him one. And then they want him to play with them; they want 
hhim to do odd jobs for them. Now if any of them asked him to do 
something, he would tell them, ‘Go suck your lollipop, it will burn your 
‘mouth; it will give you a rash of pimples and boils; your tongue will always 
crave for sweets; you will have to steal money to buy them and get a thrashing 
in the bargain, {eS all written in books. Nothing will happen to my tongs. No 
sooner my granny sees my pair of tongs than she will run up to take them from 


‘ne and say,"My child has brought me a pair of tongs”, and shower me with a 
thousand blessings, She will show them off to the neighbours’ womenfolk. 
Soon the whole village will be saying, "Hamid has brought his granny a pair 
‘of temgs, how nice he ist” No one will bless the other boys for the toys they 
have got for themselves, Blesings of elders are heard in the court of Allah and 
ate itumediately acted on, Because have no money Mohsin and Mahmood 
adopt such airs towards me. will teach them a lesson. Let them play with their 
toys and cat all the sweets they can. I will not play with toys. 1 will not stand 
any nonsense fiom anyone. And one day my father will retum, And also my 
mother. Then | will ask these chaps,“Do you want any toys? How many?" I 
will give each one a basket full of toys and reach them how to treat friends. 
am not the sort who buys a pice worth of lollipops to tease others by sucking 
them myself. | know they will laugh and say Hamid has brought a pair of 
tongs. They ean go to the Devil!” 

Hamid asks the shopkeeper,"How much for this pair of rong” 

The shopkeeper looks at him and seeing no older person with him replies, 
“Theyre nor for you? 

“Are they for sale or not? 

“Why should they not be for sale? Why else should I have bothered to 
bring them here? 

“Why tien don't you tell me how much they are?” 

“They will cost you six pice? 

Hamia’s heart sinks."Let me have the correct price! 

‘All right, ve pice, bottom price, Take it or leave it! Hamid steels his heart 
and ays," Will you give them to me for three?” And proceeds to wall away Test 
the shopkeeper screams at him, But the shopkeeper does not scream. On the 
contrary, he calls Hamid back and gives him the pair of tongs, Hamid carries 
‘them on his shoulder as ifthe tongs were a gun and struts up proudly to show 
them to his friends, Let us hear what they have to sy. 

‘Mohsin laughs and says,'Are yon crazy? What will you do with the tongs?” 
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Hamid flings the tongs on the ground and replies, “Try and drow your 
\vater-carrier on the ground, Every bone in his body will break, 

‘Mahmood says,’Are these tongs some kind of toy? 

“Why noe” retorts Hamid. Place them across your shoulders and itis 2 gun: 
‘wield them in. your hands and it is 
‘mendlicants—they can make the same clanging asa pair of cymbals. One smack. 
anid they will reduce all your toys to dust, And much as your toys may try they 
could not bend a hair on the head of my tongs. My tongs are like a brave tiger? 

Samumi who had bought a small tambourine asks, Will you exchange them 
for my tamboutine? It is worth eight pice! 

‘Hamid pretends not to look at the tambourine, My tongs if they wanted 
to could tear out the bowels of your tambourine. All it has is a leather skin 
and all it ean say is dhub, dhub. A drop of water could silence it forever. My 
brave pair of tongs can weather water and storms, without budging an inch? 

‘The pair of tongs wins over everyone to its side, But now no one has any 
money left and the fairground has been left far behind, It ts well past 9 au, 
and the sun is getting hotter every minute, Everyone is in a furry to get 
home, Even if they talked their fathers into it, they could not get the tongs 
‘This Hamid is a bit of a rascal. He saved up his money for the tongs. 

‘The boys divide into two factions. Mohsin, Mahmood, Sammi and Noorey 


ike the tongs carried by singing 


fon the one side,and Hamnid by himself on the other. They are engaged in hot 
argument, Sammi has defected to the other side. But Mabsin, Mahmood and 
Noorey though they are a year or two older than Hamid, are reluctant co take 
hhim on in debate. Right is on Hamid’ side. Also it moral force on the ene 
side, clay on the other. Hamid has iron now calling itself steel, unconquerable 
and lethal, Ifa tiger was to spring on them the water-earrier would be out of 
his wits; Mister Constable would drop his clay gun and take to his heel 
Jawyer would hide fis face in his gown, lie down on the ground and wail as 
if his mother’s mother had died. Bur the tongs, the pair of tongs, Champion 


the 


of India would leap and grab the tiger by its neck and gouge out its eyes, 


Molisin puts all he has in his plea, “Bur 
they eannot go and ferch water, can hey?” 
Hamid raises the tongs and teplies,"One 
angry word of command fiom my tongs 
and your water-carrier will hasten to fetch 
the water and sprinkle it ac any 
doorstep he is ordered to 
Mohsin has no answer 
Mahmood comes t0 his 
rescue. “If we are 
caught, we are caught 
‘We will have to-do the rounds of the law cours in chains. Then we will be at 
the lawyer's fect asking for help? 

Hantid has no answer to this powerful argument. He asks," Who will eome 
to arrest us?” 

Noorey puffs out his chest and replies, This poticeman with the gun? 

Hamid makes a fice and says with scorn, "This wretch come to arrest the 
Champion of India! Okay, lets have it out ever a bout of wrestling Far from 
catching them, he will be sewed to look at my tongs in the face! 

Mohsin thinks of another ploy.*Your tongs’ face will burn in the fie every 
day’ He is sure that this will leave Hamid speechless, That is not so, Pac comes 
Hamid with the retort, Mister, its only the brave who ean jump into a fire 
‘Your mixcrable lawyers, policemen, and waterearriers will run like fightened 
‘women into their homes. Only this Champion of India can perion 
of leaping into the fire? 


this feat 


Mahrmood has one more try.“The lawyer will have chairs to sit and tables 
for his things. Your tongs will only have the kitchen floor to lie on! 

Hamid cannot think of an appropriate retort so he says whatever cones 
juito his mind," The tongs won't stay in the kitchen. Whea your lawyer sits on 
his chair my tongs will knock him down on the ground? 
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It does not make sense but our three heroes are utterly squashed—almost 
as ifa champion kite had been brought down from the heavens to the earth 
by a cheap, miserable paper imitation, Thus Hamid wins the field, His tongs 
are the Champion of India. Neither Mobsin nor Mahmood, neither Noorey 
nor Sammi—nor anyone else can dispuse'the fact 

The respect that a vietor commands from the yanguished is paid to Hamid, 
The others have spent between twelve to sixteen pice each and bough 
nothing worthwhile. Hamid’s three-pice worth has earried the day, And no 
fame can denty that toys are unreliable things: they break, while Hamid’ tongs 
vwill remais as they are for years, 


‘The boys begin to make terms of peace, Mohsin siys,'Give me your tongs 
fora while, you can have my water-carrier for the same time! 

Hoth Mahmood and Noorey similarly offer their toys. Hamid has no 
hesitation in agreeing to these terms, The tongs pass from one hand to 
another; and the toys are in turn handed to Hamid. Hay lovely they are! 

Hamid tries co wipe the tears of his defeated adversaries. was simply pulling 
your leg, honestly Twas, How can these tongs made of iron compare with your 
toys? Ir seems that one or the exter will call Hand's huff Bue Mohsin’ party 
ane not solaced. The tangs have won the day and no amount of water ean wash 
away their stamp of authority, Mohsin sys,"No one will bes: us for these toys? 

Mahmood adds, “You talk of blessings! We may get a thrashing instead 
My Amma is bond to say, “Are these carthen toys all that you could find 
at the fi 


Hamid has to concede that no mother will be as pleased with the toys as 
his granny will be when she sees the tongs. Alle had was three pice and he 
has no reason to regret the way he has spent them, And now his tongs are the 
Champion of India and king, of toys 

By cleven the village was again agog-with excitement, All those who had 
sgone to the fair were back at home, Mobsin' little sister ran up, wrenched the 
waterearrier out of his hands and began to dance with joy, Mister Water- 
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Carrier sipped out of her hand, fll an the ground and went to paradise. The 
brother and sister began to fight; and both had lots to cry about, Their mother 
Jost her temper because of the racket they were making and gave each two 
resounding slaps. 

Noorey’ hiwyer met an end befitting his grand status. A lawyer could not 
sit on the ground. He had to keep his digniry in mind. Two nails were driven 
into the wall,a plank put on ¢hem and a earper of paper spread on the plank. 
‘The honourable counsel was seated like a king on his throne, Noorey beyitt 
to wave a fan over him, He knew that in the law courts there were khus 
ccurrains and electri fans. So the least he could do was to provide a hand 
‘otherwise the hot legal arguments might affect his lawyer’ brains. Naorey was 
waving his fia made of bamboo leaf, We do not know whether it was the 


breeze or the fan or something ebe that brought the honourable counsel 
down from his high pedestal to the depths of hell and reduced his gown to 
the dust of which it was made, There was much beating of breasts and the 
lawyer's bier was dumped on a dung heap. 

‘Mahmood's policeman remained. He was immediately put on duty to guard 
the village, But dhs police constable was no ordinary mortal who could walk 
ton his own two feet, He hnd co be provided a palanquin. This was a basket lined 
with tatters of discarded clothes of red colour for the policeman 10 recline in 
comfare. Mahmood picked up the basket and started on his rounds, His nwo 
younger brothers followed him lisping, ‘Shlcepers, keep awake!’ But night has 
to be darks Mahmood stumbled, the basket slipped out of his hand, Mr 
Constable with his gun crashed on the ground. He was short of one leg. 
Mahmood being a bit of a doctor knew of an ointment which could quickly 
rejoin broken limbs. All it needed was the milk of a banyan sapling. The milk 
‘was brought and the broken leg reassembled, But no sooner was the constable 
put on his feet, the ley gave way. One leg was of no use because now he could 
neither walk nor sit, Mahmood became a surgeon and cut the other leg to the 
sire of the broken one so the chap cotild at least sit in comfort 


The constable was made 
nto a holy man; he could sic 
in one place and guard the 
village. And sometimes he 
was like the image of the 
deity. The plume on his 
turban was scraped off and 
you could make ay many 
changes in his appearance as 
you liked, And sometines. he 
‘was used for nothing berter than 
‘weighing things 

Now let’ hear what happened 
to our friend Hamid. As soon as she 
heard his voice, Granny Ameena ran out of the 
house, picked him up and kissed him. Suddenly she noticed the tongs ii his 
hand,’ Where did you find these tongs?” 

“Cboughe them? 

“How much did you pay for them? 


“Three pice? 
Granmy Ameena beat her breast."You are a stupid child I is almost noon 
and you haven’r had anything to eat or drink. And what do you buy—tongs’ 
Couldn't you find anything better in the fair chan this pair of from tongs? 
‘Hamid replied in injured tones, You buen your fingers on the iron plate 
wat is why I bought them” 
The old woman's temper suddenly changed to love—not the kind of 
calculated Jove which wastes avay in spoken words. This love was mute, solid 
and seeped with tenderness, What a sells child! What concern for others! 
What a big heart! How he must have suffered seeing other boys buying toys 
and gobbling sweets! How was he able to suppress is awn flings! Even at 
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the fair he thought of his old grandmother. Granny Ameena’s heart was toe 
fall for words. 

‘And the strangest ching happened—stanger than the patt played by the 
tongs was the role of Hamid the child playing Hamid the old man, And old 
Granny Ameena became Ameena the litle gir. She broke down. She spread 
hher apron and beseeched Allah's Dkssings for her grandehild. Big ears fell 


from her eyes. How was Hamid to understand what was going; on inside her! 


“Tasted fm the Hl by Khuolcant 


Ulusurated by Jagdish Joshi 


Shanta Rameshwar Rao 


THE CONCERT 


One morning, in a small apartment in Bombay a 

ne, * | girl of about sixteen looked up from the 
newspaper and wid excitedly ‘Pant Ravi Shankar's 

15 tomorrow at the Shansnukhananda auditorium, 


pl 


“Sh-sh, said her mocher pointing to the figure sleeping on the bed."You'll 
‘wake him up. You know he needs all the steep and rest he ean get? 

But the boy on the bed was not asleep. ‘Pandit Ravi Shankar!” he said 
"Pandit Ravi Shankar, the sitar maestro? He raised himself up on his elbows 
for one second, then fell back, But his eyes were shining,"We mustn't miss the 
chance’ he said. “Tve—T've—always wanted to hear bisn and see him, 

Lic down son, lie down His mother sprang to his side."He actually raised 
himself up without help, she murmured with a eatch in her throat and her 
eyes turned to the idols on a comer shelf. The prayer, which she uetered 
endlessly, came unbicden t0 her lips 

'T muse hear him and see hin’ the boy repeated. ‘Its the chance of a 
lifetime! Then he began to cough and gasp for breath and had to be given 
‘oxygen fiom the cylinder that stood under the bed. But his lange eyes were 
fixed om his sister. 

Smita bit her ip in self-reproach, She had been so excited at seeing the 
announcement that she had not remembered that her brother was very il, 
She had seen how the doctors had shaken their heads gravely and spoken 
words that neither she nor even her parents could understand. But 
somewhere deep inside Smita had known the frightening truth—that Anant 
Was oing f0 die. The word camer had hung in the air—her brother was dying 
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of cancer even though she protended that all would be well and they would 
return together, « small family of four, to their home in Gaganpur. And he 
‘was only fifteen, and the best table-tennis player in the school and the fistest 
runner, He was learning to play the sitar; they were both taking sitar lessons, 
Jue Anant was better than her as in many other things. He was already able 
to compose his own ries to the astonishment of their guru. Then cancer 
had struck and they had come to Bombay so that he could be treated at the 
cancer hospital in the city 

Whenever they came to Bombay they stayed with Aunt Sushil, Her 
apartment was not big bre there was always room for thei. 

‘They had come with high hopes in the miracles of modern science, They 
told themselves that Anant woulld be cured at the hospital and he would again 
walk and run and even take part in the forthcoming table-temnis tournament 
And, he would play the sitar—perhaps be a great sitatist one day. But his 
condition grew worse with each pasing day and the doctors at the cancer 
hospital said, Take him home. Give him the things he likes, indulge him?.and 
they knew then that dhe Boy had not many days to live, But they did not 
voice their fears. They luughed and smiled and talked and surrounded Anant 
swith whatever made him happy. They fulfilled his every need and gave him 
whatever he asked for. And now he was asking to go co the concert. “The 
chance of a lifetime; he was saying. 

“When you ate better) his mother said, This is not the last time they are 
going 1 play! 

Smita stood at the window looking at the talfic, her eyes wet with teu 
Her mother whispered,'Buc you Smita, you must go. Your father will take you! 

‘When she was alone with Aunt Sushila, Smita cried out in a choked voice, 
‘No, how can I? We've always done things together, Anant and 12 

‘A walk in the pack might make you feel better! cid Aunt Sushila and 
Smita was gtatefil for her suggestion, 
In the park, people were walking, running, playing ball, doing yogic 
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exercises, feeding the ducks and cating roasted grant and peanuts, Smita felt 
alone in their midst. She was lost in er thoughts, 

Suddenly a daring thought came to her and as she hurried! home she said 
to herself,"Why not? ‘Theres no harm in trying it? 

“le wonld be nice to go to the concert I don’t know when we'll get 
another opportunity to hear Pandit Ravi Shankar? she said to her mother 
later. And her father agreed to get the tickets, 

The next day as Smita and her futher were leaving for the concert, her 
brother smiled and said, “Enjoy yourself’ 
painfial gasps. "Lucky yor!” 

Sitting, besides her father in the gallery, Sunita heard as int a dream the 


hough the words came our in 


thundering welcome the audience gave the great master. Then the Brst notes 
came over the air and Smita fleas f the gates of a land of enchantment and 
wonder were opening, Spellbound, she listened to che unfolding rages, the 
slow plaintive notes, the fist twinkling ones, but all he while the plan she had 
decided on the evening before remained firmly in her mind. "The chance of 
a lifetime’ She heard Anant’ voice in every beat of the tabla 


The concert came to an end and the audience gave the artistes a 
stanling ovation, 

A large moustachioed man made a long boring speech. Then came the 
presentation of bouquets. Then more applause and the curtain came down, 
The people heigan to move towards the exits. 

‘Now was the time, Smitx wriggled her way through the crowed towards 
the stage, Then she went up the steps that led to the wings, her heart beating 
loudly. Lu che wings a small crowd had gathered to talk about the evening 
concert, to help carry bouquets and teacups and instruments 

He was there, standing with the man who played the tabla for him—ehe great 
wirard of music, Ustad Allah Rakha. Her knees flt weak, her tongue dry. But 
she went up.arid standing before them, her hands foMded,"Oh Sif she burst ou 

“Yes? he asked questioningly but kindly. And her story came pouring out, 
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the story of her brother who lay sick at home and of how he longed ww hear 
hin and the Ustad play 

‘Will you come to Aunt Sushil’ house and play for him?” she asked at the 
end breathlessly."Please! she bewged, "please come 

Lite girl! said the moustachioed man who had made the long speech, 
Pandigj i a busy man. You muse not bother him with such requests’ 

Bur Pandit Ravi Shankar smiled and motioned him to be qu 
to Ustad Sahib and said, “What shall we do, Ustad Sahib? 


The Ustad moved the wad of paan from one check to another. “Tomorrow 


He turned 


morning we perform for the boy—Yes? he said. 
“Yes! Pan 


Tr was a very excited Smita who came home late that might Anant wat 


roplied. "Te settled then 


sake, breathing the oxygen fiom the cylinder, 


“Did you—id you hear him?" he whispered. 

“I did, she replied,“and I spoke to him and 
he'll come tomorrow morning with the tabla 
Ustad and they'll play for you? 


And the following morning Aunt 
Sushil’ neighbours saw two men get out of 
a taxi which pulled up outside their 
block...They could not believe their eyes." 
it. es not possible? they said 

Pandit Ravi Shankar and Ustad Allah 
Rakha went up the wooden staircase and 
knocked sofily on the door of Aunt Sushil’s 
apartment. They went in, sit down on the divan 
by the window and played for the boy, surrounding 


him with a great and beaucifal happiness as life weat out of him, 


gently, very gently. 


Mluserael by Nees Gangopadhya 


Hemangini Ranade 


SORRY, BEST FRIEND! 


‘They had just arrived in Bombay. The schools were still 
closed, so when Mummy began going to office he 
stayed ar home by himself OF course Mummy was not 
happy to leave him alone, but what else could she do? 
After all, they had come to Bombay so that she could 

80 (0 office, And he also knew that for a long time after 
Papa's death Mummy couldn't find any office to go to 


Sonu exphined to Mummy,‘Look, ln not small any more, I'm six. 1 ean 
look after myself? Bur of course that didn’t make his fears go away. In Delhi 
there were always so many people—Dads, Dadi, Chacha, Chachi, all his 
cousins. And the neighbours, 

Muamiy always gave all kinds of instructions before leaving, Bers, dan't 
open the door except for Bai, Aud ifthere is a knock, first find out who itis, 
Don't lean out of the balcony. Don't turn on the gas. Be sure to have lunch 
con time? 

But after Mummy left, he felt terribly lonely. He watched TV for a while, 
‘or read on the baleony:Then he would look down to see what was happening 
‘below om the road. And then eating, and then sleeping! What else was th 
to-do, all alone? 

A little after Mummy left, Bai would come. And when her work was 
finished she coo left. Everything was silent next door as well: The people whe 
lived there were away all day, 

When Mummy returned in the evening, she would take Sonu for a walk, 
But shed be too tired 1 answer his questions; she would anywer one or two 
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and then stop, And aldiough Som would still have heaps of questions to ask, 
he would understand that Mummy was tited and become silent, 
(One day Bai brought her litle itl along, She suid co her stern! 
and not a word out of you! 
Bai began sweeping and swabbing, The litle gisl crouched in her cores, 
silent, She was terribly thin, ane! not very clean. 


tay there 


“Whats your name?” 

The litle il just looked frightened, © 

‘Arre! Tell me your name? 

Bai scolded her. ‘Didn't you hear, the baba 
‘wants to know your name? Tell him at once! 

“Rahman, she whispered. 

"Do you go to school?” 

She shook her head. 

“Why nod I'll be going to school 
soon. A very big ene’ 

Bai suid, ‘How can she go 
to school, Baba? She does all 


the howsework 
“The housework? But shel 
sil snl!” ¢ 
‘Sonu wanted to take her to 
his soo and show her hit toys 
and bows, but she refused to 
budge. Finally Sonu brought 
some of his toys to where she 
sat. She looked at them then. 
When Tai was abou to 
leave, Somu said quickly, Please 
bring her agin comoree 


Bai just smiled and went to the door. 
Bor Rahiman nurned back to look at Sonu, 
The door closed and Sonu rant the 
balcony to wave bye-bye Rahim 
up but didn’t wave buck. 
That evening Sonu had so much to 
tell Mummy! As Mummy looked at his 
excited face a thought struck her. 


n looked 


She siid something to Bai on 
Sundoy, when she was home, and after 
that Rahinun came with her mother 

every day. She no longer crouched 

silently by the door. Now she would com 


into his room and look at his tays and books 
Sonu would tell her what was in the books or 

, they would play with the toys. When they got 
tired of that, chey made up all kinds of new yates. 

{Rabiinan began to arrive in elean clothes. Her hair 

was neatly oiled and phited, They wonld eat lunch 


together Bai would bring Rabiman in the morning and 
pick her up in the evening after she had cleaned all the 
hhomes in the colony. Now the day flew for Sonus inthe 
winking of an eye; it scemed, the day was gone. 

‘Sonu and Rahiman would talk to cach other for hours. He 
rold her all his secrets, how he was going to be an engine- 
driver, how his father had been the best in the world, and all 
about his lovely home in Delhi, Everything ‘Do you know, 
Mumm, 1 am Rabiman's best friend he told his mother 
when she came homte,*And when I become an engine-driver 


Tim going to give her rides all che cme. 
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‘The holidays were almost over, On the first of the month, Mummy gave 
some money to Sonu as she was leaving, Keep this carefully. When Bai comes, 
give it to her. Its her salary’ Then taking out some more rupee notes, “And 
this is Rahiman’s! 

“Why Rahiman’, Mummy?’ Sonu asked 

“Why? Well, doesn't she come here every day ta play with your? 
smiled Muniy 

What! Did Rahiman play with him because Mummy paid her to? So she 
wasn't really his best friend? She didn't come because she liked him, but only 
for money? Somu felt as if someone had slapped him. 

When Rabiman arrived, Sonu said in an unfriendly voice, ‘Take it—the 
money you earned’ But i¢ was Bai who quiekly grabbed the money from 
his hand 

‘That day Som did not speak co Rahiman or play with her, He went with 
his books to his own comer, and when Rahiman playflly tried to snatch his 
book avvay, he flew at her 

‘Don't touch ie You can't read or write, stupid!” 

Rabiman sid nothing. She just gazed at him with all her soul in her eyes 
When Mununy came home in the eventing Sonu wouldn't speak to her cither. 

‘The next day was Sunday, and Mummy had specially asked Rahiman co 
come on that day: She wanted to take both children to the beach. 

Sonu was still angry He walked ahead of Mumniy and Rahiman without 
saying a word, A cool breeze way blowing, te waves roamed inthe 
background and everywhere children were playing in che shiny sand, Some 
‘were making sand castles, 

"Why don’t you make sand castles too, said Mum 


Sonu and Rahiman settled down on the sand and each began to: make a 
sepacate castle, Soon Rahiman's castle was ready. Ke was besutifsl, Sent had to 
adinit to himself, And strange, It had big and small domes and arches. As f 
his own castle, even the walls weren't buile yet. 


“Shabash, Rahiman! Ie really lovely? suid Murmmy. 

Sonuts half-made caste remained unnoticed 

‘First she takes our money’ thonght Sonu. ‘And then 
Mummy praises her, nor me” His anger boiled over. He got up, in 

cowards Rahiman’s case and stamped on it 


Rahiman gave a loud sob of surprise. "He's gone and broken my 
beautifll house!” 

‘Sonu felt dizzy with anger. He began to jump about on her house as if he 
had gone mad. There, there! There goes your beautiful house, See?” 

There was a fight of course. The two children seratched and hit each other. 
Mummy pulled them apart. After she had calmed hem down she took each 
‘quietly by the arm and led them home. She tried to get chem to make up, but 
neither Sonu nor Ratriman wonld listen ro her. 

‘That evening Mummy wouldn't tlk to Sonu. She didn't give him dinner, 
and she didn't eat either. The next morning, when Somu saw that she was in the 
same mood, he begat to nutter, First she takes our money. Then you praised 
nid you didn't give me dinner. Now you won't even tall ro me! 

He felt he was going. to cry any minute. His throat ached with the effort, 
but somehow he managed not to ery, 

‘As Mummy was leaving for the office, she said,‘I am going co Bais house 
to tell her not to bring Rahiman here anymore. You are not her best friend, 
you are her enemy? 

‘When he hearl Muntimy’s tone, the tears finally came, Now Mummy asked 
ently ‘Sonn! Why did you behave so badly? What did Rabiman do to yo 

Sonu scbbed angrily.T thought she was my bestfriend, But she only comes 
here for money. She doesn’t really like to play with une! 

“Thats not true! 

“Ieis.You gave her money? 

“T want you to do something for me, Sonu, Come and see Rabinan’s 
house. I won't go to office. Go and wash your face? 


her house, 


‘They went to a chister of huts at the end of their lane. It was terribly 
smelly. There was garbage lying around in heaps everywhere, Crows pecked at 
it, mangy dogs sniffed it, cats chased rats around it, A crowd of thirty ar forty 
wouten stood around the water tap, Mammy stopped. ‘Where is Rahiman's 
mother?’ she asked. Bai emerged from the crowd.“Where is Rahiman?? asked 
Mummy 

Soon they were entering a tiny house, le was so dark inside that they could 
hardly yee. Then they saw a sill figure at the stove in the smoky commer. Ie 
‘was Rahiman, in corn, filthy elothes, She gor up slowly and looked at Som. 
Her eyes were red 

“Rahiman! Som has come here to say that he’ sorry 

“No, no, ie, Where’ the niced fr that?” Bai quickly broke in Children are 
always quarrelling and making, up! 

“Nobody mindsa few fights between friends, Bai!” Mammy said. "But when 
people start hating each other.’ Then looking at Rabin she said, ‘From 


- ied 
eS”? 
9 


tomorrow Sonu will be going 10 school 


7 Rohiman too can go now, can't shi 
‘Yes, Memsaab, We 


use the money you 
gave wo buy books and get her uniform 
stitched! 

Sonu turned co Mummy. Mummy was 


smiling, her eyes on Rabiman’s face 


Then Sony went to Rahinan. He put out 
his hand and touched her shoulder. And 
though he wh 
him say,'Sorey, Best Friend!" 


fed, all of them could hear 


Sih bide dante fm the Bind 


by Shama thal 


Minstrated by Damoyanes Sherme 


Satyajit Ray 


THE HUNGRY SEPTOPUS 


When the doorbell rang again 1 made an involuntary 
souind of annoyance. This was the fourth time since the 
a afternoon. How could one do any work? And Kartik 
too had conveniently disappeared on the pretext of 
= going to the market 
Thad to stop writing, When 1 got up and opened the 
oor, did not at all expect to see Kanti Babu. 
“What a surprise? I said.*Come in, come in’? 
‘Do you recognize me? 
“Well, I nearly didn't! 
| brought him in. Indeed, in these tem years his appearance had changed a 
lot. Who wold now believe that in 1950 this man used to hop around in the 
forests of Asam with his magnifying ghss. He was nearing fifty when T met 
hhim there, bue he did not have a single grey hai. Hs zest and energy at that 
age would have put a young man to shame. 
“Lnatice you have kept up your interest in orchids’ he remarked. 
1 did have an orchid in a pot on my window, « present Kanti Babu had 


given mic long ago, but it would be wrong to say T had kepr up my interest 
He had aroused my curiosity about plants. But after he left the country [ 
slowly lost interest in orchids, as I gradually lost interest in most of the other 
hobbies I had.The only thing that absorbs me now is my writing. Times have 
changed. It is possible to earn a living by writing and [ can almost support my 
family on the income ftom my three books nov: I still have my job in the 
office. But I am looking forward to a time when P'll be able to give that up 
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and devote myself entirely to writing, with occasional breaks for travel 

‘As he sat down Kanti Babu suddenly shivered. 

“Are you feeling cold?" I asked, Let me close the window: The winter this 
year in Calcutta.” 

“No, naj he interrupted. 'l get these shivers occasionally. Growing old, you 
know, Its my nerves! 

There were so many things I wanted to ask him. Kartik had returned, so 1 
told him to make some tea 

“Lwon't stay long Kanti Babu said. “T happened to see one of your novels:Your 
publishers gave me your address. must tell you I've come here with a purpose! 

“Tell me what 1 can do for you. But tell me...when did you return? Where 
have you been? Where are you now? There's a lot I want fo know? 

“I returned two years ago. was in America, Now I live i 

“Barasae?™ 

“Thhave bought a house there? 

“Is there a garden?” 

"Yes! 

“And a greenhouse 


Barasat! 


Kanti Babu’ earlier house had an excellent grecahouse for his rare plants, 
What a fantastic collection of unusual plants he had! ‘There were some sixty 
or sixty-five varieties of orchids alone, One could easily spend a whole day 
just looking at the flowers. 

Kanti Babu paused a fitde bofore answering me 

"Yes, there is a greenhouse’ 

“That means you are still as interested in plants as you were ten years ago?" 

"Yes! 

He was staring at the northern wall of the room. [ looked in the same 
directionsthe skin of a Royal Bengal tiger complete with head was hung up thete. 

‘Do you recognize him? | asked. 

“It is the same one, is it not?” 


“Yes, ee that hole near che ear?” 

‘You used to be a crack shot. Are you still 
as good?” 

“I don't know. have not tested myself for 
some time. | gave up hunting some seven 
years ago? 

“But why?” 

“ad shot enough. am geting on too, you 
know. Don't feel like killing animals any more! 

“Haye you turned vegetarian 

"No? 

“Then what is the poi 


shooting only means killing. You shoot a tiger, or 
a crocodile or 2 buffilo, You get the skin, or stulf the head, or mount the horas 
to decorate your wall, Some people admire you, some shudder when they 
ook at your wophies. To you they are the reminders of your adventurous 
‘youth, But whae happens when you eat your goat or your chicken or hilsa? 
You are not just killing them, bur chewing and digesting them as well, Is that 
Jn any way better? 

There was nothing | could say in reply, Kartik brought us tea. Kandi Babu 


‘was quiet for a while, He shivered once more before picking up the teacup, 
After a sip he said, "Ieis a fundamental law of nature that one creature should 
eat another and be eaten by a third, Look at that lizand waiting there patiently? 

Justabove the calendar of King & Co, a lizard had fixed its unblinking gaze 
on a moth, We looked at it: at first modonless, it then advanced in slow 
cautious movements and finally in one swoop it canghe the moth. 

Well done? Kanti Babu commented. “That will do for his dinner. Food, 
food is the primary concern in life: Tigers eat men, men eat goats, and goats, 
what do they not eat? If you begin to reflect on this, it seems so savage and 
ptimitiye, But this is the law of the universe. There is no escape from ic. 
Creation would come to a standstill if this process were to stop! 


“Ie might be better to become a vegetarian’ I ventured. 
“Who says 30? Do you think leaves and vegetables do not have life? 
“OF course they do,’Thanks to you and Jagdish Bose 1 am always 

aware of that, But it i nor the same kind of hf i it? Plants and 

animals can’t be the same’ 
“You think they are quite different?” 


“Aren't they? Look at their differences. Trees cannot walk, cannot 
express their feelings, and they have no way of leting us know that 
they can feel. Don't you agree?" 

Kanti Babu locked as if he was about to say something but didn’ 
He finished his tea and sat quictly with lowered eyes for sometime, 
then turned his gaze on me, His anxious, haunted stare made me 
uneasy with the apprehension of some unknown danger. How much 
his appearance had changed! 

Then he began to speak very slowly: ‘Parimal, I live twenty-one 
niles from here. At the age of flty-eight | have taken the trouble of going all 
the way to College Street to find your address from your publisher. And now 
Tm here, I hope you realize that without 2 special reason I would not have 
‘made this effort, Do you? Or have you lost your common sense writing those 


silly novels? Pethaps you are thinking of me as an interesting “type” you can 
‘ise in a story’ 

| blushed. Kandi Babu was not very wrong. Indeed I was toying with the 
possibility of using him as a character in one of my novels, 

“I you cannot relate your writing to life, Parimal, your books will always 
remain superficial, And you must not forget that however vivid your 
imagination, it ean newer be stranger than ruth... Anyway, | have not come 
here to preach. As a matter of fact, [ have come to beg you for a favour? 

1 wondered what kind of help he needed from me, 

‘Do you still have your gun, or have you got rid of 2" 

| was. little taken aback at his question. What did he have in mind? T said, 
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1 still have it, though it muse be pretty rusty. Why do you as 


‘Can you come to my house tomorraw with your gun! 


Hooked at his fice closely. He did not seem to be joking. ‘And 


cartridges too of course? he added. T didn’t know what to say. Was 
he pechaps a bit touched in the head, I wondered, although bis 
conversation did not show if He had always been a bit 
eccentric, otherwise why should he risk his life in the jungle 


looking for strange plane’? 


T don't mind coming with the gun T suid, but Tam very 
curious to know the reason. Are there wild animals or burglars 
around where you live? 

“1 will tell you everything when you come, You may not 
finally need the gun, and even if you do, | promise T won't 
involve you in any act that is punishable by law 

Kant Babu rose co go. Putting his hand on say shoulder 


he said, ‘I have come «0 you, Parimal, because when 1 
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saw you hast you like me were attracted to adventure. L have never had much 
to do with human society, and now my contact i even less. Among my few 
friends and acquaintances, [ can think of no one with your gifs? 

‘The thrill of adventure which I used to feel in my veins seemed to return 
sontentarily, | said, Tell me how to get there, and when, and where... 

"Yes, I'l tell you. Take the Jessore Road straight up to Barasat sation, and 
then you'll have to ask. Anyone will beable to tell you about che Madham 
Jake, about four miles from the station. There ix an old indigo planter’ 
‘bungalow near the lake. Next to that is my house. L hope you have a cari" 

"No, but U have a friend who does! 

"Who is this friend?” 

“Abhijit. He was with me in college’ 

‘What sort of person is he? Do T know him?” 


Probably not. But he is a mice chap. 1 mean be a all eight af you are 
thinking of wustwordhiness! 
"Well, bring him along then. Come at any rate. don't have to tell you that 


the matter is urgent. Try co reach well before sunset? 


eet 


We don's have a telephone in the house. | walked to the earner of the road 
and rang up Abhijit from the Republic Cher 
“Come right over) I stid.“T have something very important to tell you! 

“Lknow-You want me to listen to your new story In afiai UI fallasdeep again’? 

‘Gs not that, Quite a different matter? 

“What is it? Why can't you speak up? 

“There a mastiff pup going. The man's sitting in my house? 

I was impossible to. get Abhifitto stir out unless one used a dog. as a bait, 
In his kennel he had eleven varieties of dogs front five continents, theee of 
them prize winners, Five years ago he was nor so cnizy about dogs, but now 
‘ould think and speak of nothing else. 


he 
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Other than his love of dogs, ABhijit had one good quality: a total faith in 
my ability and judgement. When no publisher would agree to take my first 
novel, Abbijic bore the cost of production. He sid,"T don’t understand these 
Uhings, but you have written it and so it cannot be downright crash. The 
publishers must be fools! The book sold rather well and brought me some 
fame, chus confieming Abbij’s faith in me, 

‘When it turned out that the mastiff story wasn't true, | gor what 1 
deserved: one Of Abhi’ stinging whacks on the shoulder. But T didn't mind 
because Abhijit agreed to my proposal 

“Let's go. We have not had an outing for a long time, The last one was the 
snipe shooting out at the Sonarpur swamps. But who is this man? What is the 
thy don't you give me more detail?” 

“He did nor give me ary more details. How can 1 tell yon more? Bur itis 
better dhat there should be some mystery. It gives us an opportunity to 
exercise our imagination! 

“Atleast tell me who the snan is! 


“Kanti Charan Chatterjee, Does the name mean anything 10 
you? Ac one rime he was Profesor of Botmy at 
Scartish Church College. Then he Toft teaching t2 
travel aronnd collecting rare plant specimens. He did 
a lot of research and published some papers. He had 
a superb collection of planis—specially orchids? 
“How did you meet hint 
“We were once together in the Kaziranga forest 
tungalenin Assam, I had gone there hoping to bag 
a tiger. He was looking for nepenthes? 
“Looking for what?” 
“Nepenthes. That’ the botanical name.’ The pitcher plant to you and me 
‘Grows in the forests of Assim, Lives on inscets. I have not seen it myself, hut 
this is what Kanti Babu told me? 


128 | satyase Ray 


Insect-eater? A plant? Eats insects?” 

“T-can see you never read botany! 

‘No, | didn’? 

‘Well you don’t have to be sceptical. You can see pictures of these plants 
in textbooks! 

‘Well, go on! 

‘Thee isn't mach to say after that. got any tiger and came back. He stayed on, 
1 was scared that some day he would be bitten by a snake or aacked by a wild 
animal. We did not meet more than once or twice affer returning to Calcutta, 
But | thought of him offea, because for a shore time I toe got hung up on 
‘orchids, He had told me hell bring some new specimens for me ftom America? 


“One of his research papers was published in a botanical journal abroad, He 
beeame quite well-known because of it and was invited to a conference of 
botanists. That was way back in fifty-one or two. After that [did not meet him 
‘until today? 

“What did he do all these years?” 

*Ldon’t yer knows Bat I hope we will know tomorrow! 

He's not a erackpot, is he?” 

‘Not more than you at any rate. You and your dogs are no better chan he 
with his plants? 

We drove along Jesiore Road towards Barasat station in Abhijits Standard 
‘We' included, apart from Abhijit and {,a third creature: Abhijits doxg Badshah. 
This was my mistake [should have known that unless specifically 


forbidden Abhijit was sure to bring one of his eleven dogs 
Badshah was a brown Rampur hound, Large 
and strong, he occupied the whole of the back seat 
His face stuck outside the 
window, he seemed rather 
appreciative of the wide expanse of green 
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paddy fiekls. Occasionally, he would snore contemprucusly a¢ the village dogs 
by the roadside 

When I had hinted that Badshah’s presence may not be necessary on this 
‘tip, Abbijit had retorted, ‘I've brought him because [ haven't rch faith in 
‘your guumanship. You have not touched a rifle for years. If there is danger 
Badshah will be more usefl. His sense of smell is extraordinary and you 
know how brave he is 

‘There was no difficulty in finding Kanti Babuis house. We reached by about 
Swothiny in the afcenoon. After we entered the gate a driveway led to his 
‘bungalow. At the buck of the house there was lange dried up shirsh tree next 
to a tin shed which looked like a factory Facing the howse, across the road, was 
the ganten, and beyond the garden a longish tin shed in which a number of 
glittering glass cases stood, arranged in a row, 

‘Kanti Babu welcomed us but frowned a little at Badshah, 

“Is this dog trained?’ he asked. 

Abhi said, He obeys me, But if there are untrained dogs around I can't say 
what he might do. Do you have dogs 

°No, | don. nt please tie hin up here to this window in the siting-room! 

Abhijit looked at me sideways and winked, but ted the dog up nevertheless 
like an obedient boy. Badshah registered a mild protest, but sccmed to accept 
the Simation. 

‘We sat on cane chairs in the veranda outside. Kanti Babu told ws that his 
servant, Prayag, had injured bis right hand, so he hinwelf had made some tea 
for us and kept it in a flask: we could ask for it when we wanted it. 

4 could not imagine what untold danger might be lurking in a peaceful 
place like this. Everything was quiet except for the chirping of birds, I felt very 
silly carrying the rifle and put it down against the wall. 

Abhi is basically a qty man who cannot sit still, The beauty of the 
countryside, the songs of unknown birds—these thingy don’t move him 
much. He fidgeted for a while and then spoke abruptly'T beard from Parimal 
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Thaw you were neatly killed by a tiger in the forests of Assam whil 
for some outlandish plant? 


afraid 
hhe might offend Kanti Babu. Buc he only smiled and sid, Ta yent danger in the 
forest invariably aneans a tiger doesn’ i? Mos people seem to think so, But... No 


Abhi is fond of making his speech druuatic by exaggerating tings. Tw 


1 did noc moet a tiger. On 
“Did you get the plane?” 
“Which plane 

“Pigcher or pewter or whacever plant you call it! 

“Ohh, you mean nepenthes Yes did sil have it show you 

Now I have lost interest in most other plants except de 

carnivorous. [have dispored of most of the orchids too! 
When Kandi Babu went inside, Abhi and [looked at each 

‘other Flesh-eating plant! T vaguely remembered a page from my 

boty textbook in college, and a few pictures seen fftcen years ago. 

Kanti Babu returned with a bortle which turned out to be full of 


1 wean bitten by a leech, bur that was nothing” 


grasshoppers, beetles and other insects of assorted size, The stopper of 
the bottle was pierced with holes like the lid of a pepper pot.“Feeding time! 


he announced. "Come with me? 


We proceeded to the tin shed which had las eases under it, Each case 
contained a plant of a diffétent kind, none of which I had seen before. 
“These plants are not © be Found in our country’ Kanti Babu said. “None 
cept the nepenthes, One is from Nepal, another from Affica. The rest have 
all. been brought from Central America? 

Abhijit wanted to know how these plants stayed alive in out soil 

“They have nothing to do with the soil’ Kanti Babu replied 

“How? 

“They do not yet nourishment from the soil Just as human beings get food 
from outside, and can comfortably survive in most countries besides their own, 
these too thrive as long.as they get the right food, wherever they might be! 
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Kandi Babu stopped near one of the gas eases. Inside it was a strange plant with 
green leaves about two inches long, with serrated white edges like sets of teeth. The 
ads case had a round door the sime size as the mouth of the bottle. With very 
swift movements Kanti Babu opened this door, uncorked the bottle and pushed 
the mouth of the bottle through the door As soon as a moth emerged from the 
bole, he quickly withdrew the bottle and shut the door. The moth flied about 
for a while and then settled on a leaf. The leaf immediately folded itself in the 
‘middle and trapped the moth in a tight grip. The prooves of the teeth fitted into 
exch other so srmgly that the moch had no chance of escaping ffom this cage. 

Thad never seen a trap designed by nasure which was so strange and 
+0 frightening. 

In a choked yoice Abhi asked, Is there any certainty that the insect will 
always sit on the lea 

“Of course. These plants emit 2 smell which attracts insects. This one is 
called Venus’ fytrap, brought from Central America. Its listed in all textbooks 
of botany’ Kant: Babu said, 

T watched the insect with fiscination. It had thrashed about a bit at frst, 
bur now it looked listles. The pressure of the leaf on it increased. The plant 
‘was no less predatory than a lizand, 

Abhi tried to force a simile,“It won't be a bad idea to have a plant like this 
inn the house. Easy way to get rid of vermin. No mote sprinkling of DDT 
powder 0 kill cockroaches? 

°No, this plint won't do! Kanti Babu said. ‘Te won't be able to digest 
ccockrnaches. Its leaves are too small” 

Inside the next glass case we saw a plant with long leaves like those of lilies. 
From the tips of each leaf hung a pouch-shaped thing. I recognized it from 
the pictures I had seen, 

“This is che nepenthes or the pitcher plant! Kanti Babu explained. “is 
appetite is bigger. When 1 first got it I found che remains of a small bird 
inside the pouch! 
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“Good heavens!” Abhi shuddered. “What does it live on now? His casual 
attitude was changing to awe. 

“Cockroaches, buterlies, caterpillars, things like that. Once, | had caught a 
‘mouse in a trap, which I tried to feed to the plant, and the plant did not seem 
to mind, But overeating, can be fatal for them. The plants are very greedy and 
do not know their natural limit? 

We moved fiom one glass case «0 another with mounting. fiscination 
Butterwort, sundew, bladderwort, some of these I recognized from pictures 
seen earlier, but the rest were totally strange and unbelievable. Kanti Babu 
had ahont twenty varieties of carnivorous plants, some of which were not t© 
be found in any collection in the world 

‘The most exquisite of them was the sundew. It had glistening drops of 
water surrounding the furry texture ofits leaf. Kanti Babu took a tiny piece 
of meat, about the size of a cardamom seed and tied it to a piece of string 
‘When he gently lowered the string on the leaf, even with the naked eye we 
could see the hair on the leaf rear up greedily towards the meat, 

Kanti Babu withdrew the string and explained chat if he had lowered it 
further, the leaf would have grabbed the meat like the flytrap, and after 
sqeezing out all the nourishment from it, would have thrown away the rest. 
“No diferent from the way you or I eat—what do you say?” 

From the shed we came out into the garden, The shadow of the shirish tree 
had lengthened on the grass. It was about four in the afternoon, 

“Mose of these plants have been written about; Kanti Babu: continued,*bur the 
strangest specimen in my colleetion will not be Ested anywhere unless I-write 
about it-That isthe one you must sce nov Thea you will know why Ihave asked 
you to come today, Come Parimal, come Abhijit Babu! 

‘We followed him towards the shed that looked like a factory. The 
padlocked metal door was flanked by two windows an either side. Kanti Babu 
pushed one open and peered in. Then he asked us to come and look. Abhi 
and T hent over the window, 


The western wall of the room had two skylights 
high up near the ceiling, dhrough whose glass panes 
some light filtered in to partially illuminate the place 
Whar stood inside the roam did not look Ike 1 plant 
tall. resembled an animal with several dick 
antennae. Slowly we could distinguish the 

trunk of the tree rising up to abour eight or 

ten feet. From about a foot below the top of 

the trunk and around it, sprouted the antennae. - 
counted seven of them. The trunk was pale and smooth with brown spots all 
over The antennae appeared limp and lifeless now, bur a shiver ran dawn my 
spine as [looked at them. When our eyes got used to the hali-light we noticed 
another thing. The floor of the room was littered with feathers. 

1 don’t know how long we stood transfixed. Finally Kanti Babu spoke," The 
tree is asleep now, bur itis almost time for i w wake up! 

Abhi asked in a tone of disheief, ‘Ie is mor really a ere, isi? 

“Since it grows fom the ground what else can it be called? Though T 
must say it does not behave very much like a te, There i6 m0 mame for it 
in the dictionary? 

“What do you call ie” 

“Septopus. In Bengali you might cal it saptapash, 
2 Knot, as in "nag-pash"? 

‘As we walked back towards the house I asked him where he bad fund 
this specimen, 

“In a dense forest near the Nicarsyua lake in Central America, he said 

“Did you have to search very hard?” 


*pash’” meming a coil oF 


“I knew it grew in that region. You may nor have heard of Professor 
Duncan, the explorer and botanist. Well, he lost his life looking for rare plants 
in Csntral America. His body was never found and no one knows exactly how 
he cied, This plant was mentioned in the lst pages of his diary 
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“I took the first opportunity to go to Nicaragua. From Guatemala onwards, 
I heard the local people talk about this plant, which they called che Satan Tree. 
Later I found quite a few of them, and actually saw them eating monkeys and 
armadillos. After a great deal of searching | found a plant small enongh to take 
away with me. Look how much it has grown in two years’ 

“What does it eat now?” 

“Whatever I give it, [ have sometimes caught mice in a tap for it 1 told 
Prayag if he ever finds a dog or a cat run over by a car, he should bring it for 
the plant, [¢ has digested these too, I have given it whatever meat you and I 
eat: chicken, goat. But recently its appetite has grown so much that 1 cannot 
satisly its demands any more. When it wakes up at about this time of day, it is 
very agitated and restles. Yesterday there nearly was a disaster Prayag had gone 
‘inside the room to feed it chicken. Ic has to be fed the way an elephant is. First 
a lid opens at the top of the trunk. It takes the food up with one of the 
antenmae and pur i inside the hole on top. Each time it pors some food inside 
the Septopus is quiet for a while. Ifafter a while the Septopus begins to wave 
the antennae again, it means it i sil hungry. 

“Till now two chickens or a small goat a day used to be enough for the 
Septopus. Since yesterday something scems to have changed. Prayag came 
away as usual after the second chicken. When he could still hear the sound of 
thrashing antennae, he went in again to find out what the matter was, 

‘Twas in my room, writing my journal. When I heard a sudden scream [ 
rushed there. A gruesome sight greeted me: one of the Sepropus’ antennae 
held Prayag’s right hand in a vice-like grip while Prayag pulled with all his 
strength to set it free. Another antenna was greedily approaching to take hold 
of him from the other side. 

“Without losing any time I hit the antenna very hard with my stick.""hen 
with both hands 1 pulled Prayag away and just managed to save him. What 
‘worries me most is that the Septopus tore off a bit of Prayag’ flesh, and ‘vith 
‘my own eyes I saw it put it inside its mouth? 
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We had reached the veranda. Kanti Babu sat down and pulled out a 
handkerchief to wipe his forehead. 

‘T had never realized until now that the Septopus is attracted to hunan 
flesh. Te may be greed or it may be some kind of viciousness, but after what 1 
saw yesterday, have no alternative but to kill Yesterday I tried poisoning its 
food, bur itis too clever for that. It touched the food with the antenna and 
threw it away The only way left isto shoot it. New you know, Parimal, why 
have asked you to come? 

1 considered this for a while,"Are you sure a bullet can kill it?*1 asked. 

‘I don't know whether ic will die. But Iam faily certain that it has a brain 
There is enough evidence that it can think. I have been near it so many times, 
but it has never attacked me, It knows me just as a dog knows its master. There 


amy be a reason for its being aggressive with Prayag 


You see, Prayag 
sometimes tries to tease the Septopus. He would tempt it with food and then 
withhold itor take food very near its antenna and then tke i away t0 see 
the finn. Ie does have a brain, and it is located where it should be, that 
isin the head—the top part of the trunk around which che — 
antennae have grown.’Thar is the place where you will 
have to aim your shor? 

Abhijit quickly butted in, That is easy. You can find 
out in 2 minute, Paria, take your rifle? 

Kanti Babu raised his hand to stop him, Does one 
shoot while the victim is asleep? Parimal, what does your hunting code say?” 

Killing a sleeping animal is against all codes. Specially when the victim 
cannot move. Te is quite out of the question? 

Kansi Babu brought the flask and served us cea, About fifteen minutes after 
swe had finished drinking ic the Sepropus woke up. 

For some time Badshah had been getting restless in the front room. Buc 
now a sudden swish and a whining sound made Abbi and I rush there to see 
what the matter was. Badshah was frantically trying to break free from the 
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chain, Abbi tried to restrain him by saising his voice, Just then a strange sharp 
sine filled the air. The smell as well a a loud thrashing sound seemed to be 
coming ftom the direction of the tin shed 

Iris difficult to describe the smell. had to undergo surgery once in my 
childhood tw get my tonsils removed. The smell brought back memories of 
the chloroform they had given me during the operation. Kanti Babu rushed 
into the rom.'Come, it is time? 

“What is that smell? I asked. 

“The Sopropus. This és the smell they emit to attract food.” 

‘Before he could finish, Badshah in one desperate pull managed to jerk open his 
coll, and pushing Kanti Babu down on the floor, rushed towards the source of 
the sine 

“Disaster!” Abhi shonted as he ran after the dog. 

‘When I reached the tin shed with my loaded rifle a few seconds later, I saw 
Badshah disappear through the window in spite of Abhi’ attempts to stop him, 
‘As Kanti Babu opened the padlocked door we heant the death how! of the 
Rampur hound. We rushed ino find thac one antenna was not enough to hold 
Badkhah. The Sepropus was enclosing the dog in a fatal embrace firt with one, 
then with a sccond and a third antenna 

Kanti Babu yelled at us,"Don't go a step forward, Parimal, shoot! 

As I was about to take aim Abhijic stopped me. I realized how much his 
dog: meant to him. Heedless of Kanti Babu's warning he advanced towards che 
Septopus and wrenched free one of the three antennae thar held Badshah 

My blood rumed to water as T watched this frightening spectacle. All the three 
antennae closed in on Abhi now letting go of the dog, while the other four slowly 
swayed forward like greedy tongues tempted at the prospect of human blood, 

Kanti Babu urged, ‘Shoot, Parimal, shoot. There, at the head? 

I fixed my eyes on the Septopns and watched a lid slowly open om the top 
of the trunk revealing a hole, The antennae were carrying Abbi towards that 
hole. Abhi’ face was white and his eyes bulged. 
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Ina moment of extreme crisis 1 have noticed this before also—miy nerves 
become calm and controlled as if by magic. 

With steady hands I held my rifle and with unerring aim shot at the point 
between two round spots on the head of the Septopus, 

| remerber, too, the blood that spurted out like a fountain, { chink 1 si 
the antennae suddenly going limp, releasing their grip on Abhi, And then the 
smell grew and enveloped my consciousness 


tae 
Je has been four months since that incident, [have at last been able to resume 
work on my incomplete novel 

Badshah could not be saved, Abhi has acquired a mastff pup and a Tibetan 
dog in the steamwhile, and is looking for another Rampur hound. Two of 
AbluS ribs had been ffactured. After being in plaster for ewo months, he is on 
huis feet again, 


Kanti Babu came yesterday He said he was thinking of getting rid ofall his 
carnivorous plants, ‘I think I'll do some research on common domestic 
vegetables like gourd, beans and brinjal. You have done so much for me. Ifyou 
‘want Ill give you some of my plants. The nepenthes for example. At least your 
howse will be five of insects 

No, thank you I said. Throw them all out if you want to. I don’t need a 
plant to rid my house of insects! 

‘Ditto, ditto? sid the lizard from behind the calendar of King & Co. 


Tasos fom the Bens hy Meena Mukhence 


Minstrated by Suddhasottwa Basu 


Salman Rushdie 


reon HAROUN AND THE SEA OF STORIES 


‘There was ance, in the country of Alifbay, a sad city, the 
saddest of cities, a city so cuinously sad that it bad 
forgotien its name, It stood by a mournful sea full of 
lumfsh, which were so miserable to eat that they made 

people belch with melancholy even though the skies were bine, 
In the north of the sad city stood mighty factories in which (so I'm told) 
sadness was actually manufactured, packaged and sent all over the world, 
which never seemed to get enough of it. Black smoke poured out of the 
chimneys of the sadness factories and hung over the city like bad news 
And in the depths of the city, beyond an old zone of ruined buildings 
that looked like broken hearts, there lived a happy young fellow by the 
name of Haroun, the only child of the storyteller Rashid Khalifa, whose 
cheerfulness was famous throughout that unhappy metropolis, and whose 
never-ending stream of tll, short and winding tales had earned him not 
fone but two nicknames. To his admirers he was Rashid the Ocean of 

Notions, as stuffed with cheery stories as the sea was full of glumfish; but 

to his jealous rivals he was the Shah of Blah, To his wife, Soraya, Rashid 

was for many years as loving a husband as anyone could wish for, and 
during these years Haroun grew up ina home in which, instead of misery 
and frowns, he had his father’s ready laughter and his mother's sweet voice 
raised in song. 

‘Then something went wrong, (Maybe the sadness of the city finally crept 
in through their windows) 

‘The day Soraya stopped singing, in the middle of @ line, as if someone 
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had thrown a switch, Haroun guessed there was trouble brewing. But he 
never suspected how much 
wee 

Rashid Khalifs was so busy making up and telling stories that he dida’t notice 
that Soraya no longer sang; which probably made things worse, But then 
Rashid was 2 busy man, in constant demand, he was the Ocean of Notions, 
the famous Shah of Blah. And what with all his rehearsals and performances, 
Rashid was so often on stage that he Tost track of what was going on in his 
‘own home. He sped around the city and the country telling stories, while 
Soraya stayed home, turning cloudy and even a litte thunderous and brewing 
‘up quite a storm. 

Haroun went with his fither whenever he could, because the man was 2 
‘magician, it couldn't be denied. He would climb up on to some litte 
makeshift stage in a dead-end alley packed with raggedy children and 
toothless old-timers, all squatting in the dust; and once he got going even the 
Gity’s many wandering cows would stop and cock their ears, and monkeys 
\wonlld jabber approvingly from rooftops and the parrots in the trees would 
imitate his voice. 

Haroun often thought of his father as a Juggler, because his stories were 
really lots of different tales juggled together, and Rashid kept them going in 
A sort of dizay whirl, and never made a mistake. 

‘Where did all these stories come from? It seemed that all Rashid had to 
ddo was to part his lips in a plump sed smile and out would pop some brand- 
new saga, complete with sorcery, love-interest, princesses, wicked uncles, fat 
‘unis, moustachioed gangsters in yellow check pants, fantastic locations, 
cowards, heroes, fights, and halfa dozen catchy, hummable tunes. “Everything 
‘comes from somewhere? Haroum reasoned, ‘so these stories can't simply 
‘come out of thin a 

Buc whenever he asked his father this most important of questions, the 
Shah of Blah would narrow his (to tell the truth) slightly bulging eyes, and 
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pat his wobbly stomach, and stick his thumb beeween his lips while he made 
ridiculous drinking noises, glug glug glug Haroun hated it when his father 
acted this way ‘No, come on, where da they come from really?" he'd insist, 
and Rashid would wiggle his eyebrows mysteriously and make witchy 
fingers in the ais. 

“From the great Story Sea; he'd reply.'T drink the warm Scory Waters and 
hen | fel fll of steam? 

Haroun found this statement intensely irritating. “Where do you keep this 
hot water, then? he argued erafihz"In hot-water bottles, I suppose, Wel, I've 
never seen amy! 

“It comes out of an invisible Tap installed by one of the Water Geni 
Rashid with a straight face. You have to be a subscriber’ 

“And how do you become a subscriber?” 

‘Oh! said the Shah of Blah, ‘that’s much Too Complicated Ta Explain! 

“Anyhow! said Hatoun grumpily ‘I've never seen a Water Genie, either! 
Rashid shragged. Youte never up in time to see the milkman, he pointed out, 
“but you don't mind drinking the milk, So now kindly desist from this Ifing and 
Bunting and be happy with the stories you enjoy! And that ws the end of that, 

Except that one day Haroun asked one question too many, and then all 
hell broke loose. 


said 


tee 


‘The Khalifas lived in the downstairs part of a small concrete house with pink 
walls, ime-green windows and blue-painted balconies with squiggly metal 
railings all of which made it look (in Haroun’ view) 1tore like a cake than a 
building. le wasn't a grand) house, nothing like the skyscrapers where the 
super-rich folks lived: then again, it was nothing like che dwellings of the 
Poor, either. The poor lived in tumbledown shacks made of old cardboard 
boxes and plastic sheeting, and these shacks were glued together by despair. 
And then there were the super-poor, who had no homies at all. They slept on 
pavements and in the doorways of shops,and had to pay rent wo local gangsters 
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for doing even that, So the truth is that Haroun was lucky; but luck has a way 
of running out without the slightest warning One minute you've got a lucky 
star watching over you and the next instant its done a bunk. 


ane 


In the sad city, people mostly had big familie; but the poor children got sick 
and starved, while the rich kids everate and quarrelled over their parents’ 
‘money. Séll Haroun waned to know why his parents hadn't had more 
childcen, but the only answer he ever got from Rashid was no answer at al 

“There's more to you, young Haroun Khalifa, than meets the blinking eye! 

Well, what was that supposed to mean?" We used up our fll quota of child 
stuff just in making you, Rashid explained, eS all packed in there, enough for 
‘maybe four-five kiddies. Yes, sir, more to you than the blinking eye can see’ 

Straight answers were beyond the powers of Rashid Khalifa, who would 
never take a short cut ifthere was a longer, twistior oad available, Soraya gave 
Haroun a simpler reply “We tried; she sadly said, “This child business is not 
such an easy thing. Think of the poor Senguptas? 

The Senguptas lived upstairs. Mr Sengupta was a clerk at the offices of the 
City Corporation and be was as sticky-thin and whiny-voiced and mingy as 
his wife Onceta was generous and loud and wobbly-fat.They had no children 
tall, and asa result Oneeta Sengupta paid more attention ty Haroun than he 
really cared for. She brought him sweetmeats (which was fine), and ruffled his 
hair (which wasn't), and when she hugged him the great cascades af her flesh 
seemed to surround him completely, to his considerable alarm. 

Mr Sengupta ignored Haroun, but was always talking to Soraya, which 
Haroun didn't particularly like, particularly as the fellow would launch into 
criticisms of Rashid the storyteller whenever he thought Haroun wasn't 
listening, “That husband of yours, excuse me if | mention] he would stast in 
his thin whiny voice. ‘He's got his head stuck in the air and his feet off the 
‘ground. What are all these stories? Life is not a storybook or a joke shop. All 
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this fur will come to no good. Whae’ the use of stories that aren't even ene? 
Haroun, listening hard outside the window, decided he did not care for 
Mr Sengupta, this man who hated stories and storytellers: he didn't care for 


him ome Fite bit 


What’ the se of so 
question out of lus head. However, there were people whe thought Rashid’ 
stories Were useful, In those days it was almost election time, and the Grand 
any 
cat smiles, to beg, 


«that aren't even ime? Haroun couldn't get the terrible 


ideums of various political parties all came to Rashid smiling heir fat- 


into tell his stories at their rallies and nobody else. kt was 
well kaown that if'you could yet Rashid's magie tongue on your side den 
your troubles were over, Nobody ever believed anything a pohtico sa 
though they pretended as hard as they conld that they were telling the truth 


leven 


{in face, tis was how everyone knew they were lying) Bue everyone had 
complete fich in Rashid, because he abvays adsnitted that everything he told 
them yas completely untrue and made up out oF hit own head. So the 
politicos needed Rashid «@ help chem win the people's votes. They lined 1p 
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‘outside his door with their shiny faces and fake smiles and hags of hard cash 
Rashid could pick and choose 

see 
‘On the day that everything went wrong, Haroun was on his way home from 
school when he was caught in the fine downpour of the rainy season. 

Now, when the rains came to the sad city, life became a little easier to bear. 
There were delicious pomitet in the sea at that time of the year, so people 
<could have a break from the glumifish; and the air was cool and clean, because 
the rain washed away most of the black smoke billowing out of the sadness 
Factories, Haroun Khalifit loved the feeling of getting soaked to the skin in the 
first rain of the year, so he skipped about and got a wonderful warm 
drenching, and opened his mouth to let raindrops plop on to his tongue. He 
arrived home looking as wet and shiny as a pomffet in the ses, 

Miss Onceta was standing on her upstairs balcony, shaking like a jelly: and 
if ichadi’t been raining, Haroun might have noticed that she was crying. He 
‘went indoors and found Rashid the storyteller looking as if he'd stuck his face 
out of the window, because his eyes and cheeks were soaking wet, even 
though his clothes were dry. 

Haroun's mother, Soraya, had run off with Mr 


Sengupra 
At eleven a.m. precisely, she had sent Rashid into Haroun’ room, telling 
him to search for some missing socks. A few seconds later, while he was busy 
with the hunt (Haroun was good at losing socks), Rashid heard the front 
door slam, and, an instant later, the sound of a car in the lane, He returned 
to the living room to find his wife gone and a taxi speeding away around 
the comer. ‘She must have planned it all very carefully’ he thought. The 
clock still stood at eleven o'clock exactly. Rashid picked up a hammer and 
sinashed the clock to bits. Then he broke every other clock in the house, 
Including the one on Haroun’s bedside table 

‘The first thing Haroun said on hearing the news of his mother's departure 
\was,'What did you have to break my clock for?” 
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Soraya had left a note full of all che nasty things Mr Sengupes used to say 
about Rashid: “You are only interested in pleasure, but a proper man would 
know that life isa serious business. Your brain i fll of make-believe, so there 
is no room in it for facts, Mr Sengupta has no imagination at all This is okay 
by me? There was a postscript, “Tell Haroun I love him, but I can't help it, 1 
have to do this now? 

Rainwater dripped on to the note from Haroun’s hair, What to do, son 
Rashid pleaded pitcously ‘Storytelling is the only work I know 

‘When he heard his father sounding so pathetic, Haroun lost his temper and 
shouved:"What's the point of i? Whar’ the use of stoves that aren't even true?” 

Rashid hid his face in his hands and wept 

Haroun wanted to get those words back, to pull chem out of his fathers ears 
and shove them back inte his own mouth; but of course he couldn’e do that. 
‘And that was why he blamed himself when, soon afferwards and in the most 
embarrasing circumstances imaginable, an Unthinkable Thing happened 

Rashid Khalifa, the legendary Ocean of Notions, the fabled Shah of Blah, 
stood up in front of a huge audience, opened his mouth, and found that he 
had run out of stories to tell. 

ee 
Haroun is deeply disturhed by his mother’s departure. His father, Rashid, is invited to 
perform by some politicians in the Tou of G and the beautiful Valley of K. Howevey, 
when Rashid the superlative storyteller gets on the stage at a rally in she Town of G, 
no sory comes out of his mouth, He has lost his Gift of the Ga Rashid reassures his 
angry paymasters that he willbe back in form inthe Valley of K 
Haroun is very upset, blames himself and vows to put things right, Haroun and 

Rashid set off for the Valley of K. 


‘The two shouting men shoved Rashid and Haroun into the back seat of a 
beaten-up car with torn scarlet seats, and even though the cars cheap radio 
swas playing movie mnsic at top volume, the shouting men went on shouting 
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about the unreliability of storytellers all the way t0 the rusting iron gates of 
the Bus Depot. Here Haroun and Rashid were dumped out of the car 
without ceremony or farewell. 

“Expenses of the journey?” Rashid hopefully inquired, but the shouting 
men shouted, “More cash demands! Cheek! Cheek of the chappie!” and drove 
away at high speed, forcing dogs and cows and women with baskets of fruic 
‘on their heads to dive ont of the way. Loud music and rude words continued 
{© pour out of the car as it zigeagged away into the distance. 

Rashid didn’t even bother to shake his fist. Haroun followed him towards the 
“Ticket Office across a dusty courtyand with walls covered in strange warnings: 


IFYOU TRY TO RUSH OR ZOOM 
YOU ARE SURETO MEEFYOLR DOOM 


‘was one of them, and 


ALL THE DANGEROUS OVERTAKERS 
END UP SAFE AT UNDERTAKERS 


vas another, and also 


LOOK OUT! SLOW DOWN! DON'T BE FUNNY! 
um 


PRECIOUS! CARS COST MONEY! 


“There should be one about not shouting at the passengers in the back 
seat! Haroun muttered, Rashid went to buy a ticket, 

There was a wrestling match at the ticket window instead of a queue, 
because everyone wanted to be first; and as most people were carrying 
chickens or children or other bulky items, che resule was 2 free-for-all out of 
‘which feathers and toys and dislodged hats kept dying. And ffom time to time 
some dizzy fellow with ripped clothes would burst out of the mélée, 
triumphandy waving 2 litle scrap of paper: his ticket! Rashid, taking a deep 
breath, dived into the scrum. 
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Meanwhile, in the courtyard of the buses, small dust-clouds were rushing 
back and forth like litle desert whirlwinds, Haroun realized that these clouds 
‘were fall of human beings. There were simply too many passengers at the Bus 
Depot to fit into the available buses, and, anyhow, nobody knew which bus 
-was leaving first; which made it possible for the drivers to play a mischievous 
game. One driver would start his engine, adjust his mirrors, and behave as if 
he were about to leave. At once a bunch of passengers would gather up their 
suiteases and bedrolls and parrots and transistor radios and rush towards him. 
Then he'd switch off his engine with an innocent smile; while on the far side 
of the courtyard, a different bus would start up, and the passengers would start 
running all ever again. 
“Iv not fair’ Haroun said aloud, 

‘ortect} a booming voice behind him answered, ‘but but but you'll admit 
its too much fimn to watch! 


‘The owner of this voice turned out to be an enormous fellow with a great 
{quiff oF hair standing straight up on his head, like a parrot’ crest, His face, 00, was 
‘extremely hairy;and the thought popped into Haroun's mind that all his hair was, 
‘well, somichow feather ike. Ridiculous idea; be told hirself“ What on earth made 
sme think ofa thing like that? Its just pin nonsense, as anyone ean see! 

Just then two separate dust-clouds of scurrying passengers collided in an 
explosion of umbrellas and milk-churns and rope sandals, and Haroun, withour 
canting c, began to laugh." Youte a tip-top type, boomed the fellow with the 
feathery hair."You see the fanny side! An accidene is truly a sad and cevel thing, 
‘but but but—crash! Wham! Spatoosh!—how it makes one giggle and hoot! 
Hite the giant stood and bowed. ‘At your service! he said. ‘My goodname is 
Burt, driver of the Number One Super Express Mail Coach to the Vlley of 
‘Haroun thought he should bow, too."And my, as you sy, goodname is Harow 

‘Then he had an idea, and added:"If you mean what you say about being at 
iy service, then in fact there is something you can do! 

“Tt was a figure of speech} Mr Butt replied. ‘But but but I will stand by il 


A figure of speech as a shifty 


thing; it can be uwisted or it can be 


straight, Buc But’ a straight man, not ) 
twister. What's your wish, ny young aster? 

Rashid had offen told Haroun about the 
beauty of the road fom the Town of G to the 


Valley of K, a road that climbed like a serpent 

through the Piss of H rowards the Tunnel of I (hich 

‘was abo known as J). There was stew by the roadie, and 

there were fabulons multicoloured binds gliding in the gorges 

and when the road emerged ffom the Tanned (Rashid had said), 

then the traveller saw betire him the mone spectacular view on earth, 

4 vista of the Vlley of K with its golden Belds and silver mountains and 

with the Dull Lake at its heart—a view spread out like a magic carpet, 

‘waiting for someone to come and take a ride.'No man can be sid who looks 

‘upon that sight’ Rashid had said huca blind man’ Mlindiess muse feel ewice 
as wretched then! So what Haroun asked Mr Butt for was 
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this: front-row seats in the Mail Coach all the way t0 the [Dull Lake; and a 
guarantee that the Mail Coach would pass through the Tunnel of I (also 
known as J} before sunset, because otherwise the whole point would be lost. 

“But but but) Mr Butt protested, the hour is already late..” Then, seeing, 
Haroun’ fice begin to fll he grinned broadly and clapped his hands. "But but 
but so what?" he shouted." The beautifial view! To cheer up the sid dad! Before 
sunset! No problem! 

So when Rashid staggered out of the Ticket Office he found Haroun 
‘waiting on the steps of the Mail Coach, with the best seats reserved inside, and 
the motor running, 

‘The other passengers, who were out of breath from their running, and 
who were covered in dust which their sweat was turning to mud, stared at 
Haroun with a mixture of jealousy and awe, Rashid was impressed, t00."As | 
may have mentioned, young Haroun Khalifa: more to you than meets the 
blinking eye? 

“Yahoo!” yelled Mr Butt, who was as excitable as any mail service 
employee. ‘Varoom!’ he added, and jammed the accelerator pedal right down 
against the floor 

The Mail Coach rocketed through the gates of the Bus Depot, narrowly 
inissing a wall on which Haroun read this: 


IF FROM SUEED YOU GET YOUR THRILL 
“TAKE PRECAUTION—-MAKEYOUR WILL 


‘fm he age, The Shh of Mao The Ma Ci 


IMlusirzied by Sujasha Dargupta 


Bhisham Sahni 


THE BOY WITH A CATAPULT 


‘Our class at school had an odd asorment of boys. 
There was Harbans Lal who, when asked a difficult 
question, would take a sip out of his inkpot because he 
believed it sharpened his wits. I'the teacher boxed his 
eam he would yell, ‘Help! Murder!” so loudly that 

AX teachers and boys from other classes would come 
running to see what had happened. This eansed much 


‘embarrassment to the teacher: If the teacher tried ta cane him, he would put 
his arms round him and implore ‘Forgive me. Your Majesty! You are like 
‘Akbar the Great. You are Emperor Ashoka.You are my father, my grandfather, 
my great grandfather? 

This made the boys gigyle and put the teacher out of countenance. This 
Harbans Lal would catch frogs and tell us, If you smear your hands with fiog 
far you will not feel the teacher’ cane? 

Burt the oddest fellow in the class was Bodh Raj. We were all afraid of hit 
Ihe pinched anyone’ arm, the arm would swell up as if rom snake-bite, 
He was utterly callous. He would catch a wasp sith his bare fingers, pull out 
its sting, tie a thread round it and fy it like a kite. He wouild pounce on a 
butterfly sitting on a flower and erush it between his fingers; or ee stick a 
pin through it and put it in his notebook, 

It was said that ifa scorpion stung Bodh Raj the scorpion would fall dead: 
Bodh Raj’ blood was bebieved to be so full of venom that even snake-bite 
had no effect on hhim, He allways had a catapult in his hand and was an 
excellent shot. His favourite targets were binds. He would stand under a tree, 
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take ain and the next moment bird cries would rend the air and the fluff of 
feathers float down. Or else he would climb up a tree, take away the eggs and 
completely destroy the nest. 

Hie was vindictive and took pleasure in hurting others. AU the boys 
‘were scared of him, If Bodh Raj quartelled with anyone, he would 
charge at him head-on like 4 bull, or viciously kick and bi 
him. Fyen his mother elle him a rakshasi—demon. His pockets 


bulged with strange thing—a live parrot, an assortnient of egys. ora 
prickly hedgehog. 


eee 


My fither was given a promotion in his job and we moved into a large 
bungalow. It was an old-style bungalow on the outskirts of the city: Ie had 
brick floors, high walla slanting roof and a garden full of trees and shrubs. 
“Though comfortable it seemed rather empty and big, and being far from the 
city my friends seldom eame to visit me. 

The only exception was Bodh Raj, He found it good hunting ground. The 
trees had many nests, monkeys roamed about, and under the bushes lived a 
pair of mongooses, Behind the house there was big coom, where my mother 
stored our extra luggage. This room had become a haunt of pigeons. You could 
hear their cooing all day: Near the broken glass of the ventilator there was alo 
a myna’s nest. The floor of the room was littered with feathers, bird droppings, 
broken eggs, and bits of straw fom the nests, 

Once, Bodh Raj brought a hedgehog with him, The sight of the black 
mouth and sharp bristles gave me quite a turn. My mother did not approve 
‘of imy feiendship with Bodh Raj, but she realized that { was lonely and 
needed company. My mother called him a devil and often told him not to 
torment birds 

‘One day my mother said to me,‘If your fiend isso fond of destroying nests 
{ell him to clean our storeroom.’The birds have made it very flehy? 
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I protested, You said it eruel to destroy nests? 

1 didn’t suggeesc he should kill the birds, He can remove the nests without 
harming them? 

‘The next time Bodh Raj came I took him to the godown, Ie was dark and 
smelly as though we had entered an animal’ lair 

I coniess I was somewhat apprehensive. What if Bodh Raj acted true to 
form and destroyed the nests pulled out the birds’ feathers and broke their 
eg? 1 couldn't understand why my mother who discouraged 
our friendship should have asked me to yet Bodh Raj to 
clear the godown. 

Bodh Raj had brought his catapult. He carefully 
studied the position of the nests under the ef. The 
two sides of the roof sloped downward with a long 
supporting beam across. At one end of the beam, near 
nest. I could see bits of 


the ventilator, was a myn 
cottonwool and rag hanging out, Some pigeons 


serurted up and down the beam cooing to one another. 
The myna’s little ones are up there! said Bodh Raj aiming 


swith his catapult 


| noticed two tiny yellow beaks peeping out ofthe nest, 
“Look!” Bodh Raj exclaimed, “This i a Ganga myna, I isn't 
usually found in these areas. The parents must have got separated 
from their flack and come here’ 
“Where are the parents?” I asked. 


just have gone in search of fod. They should be back soon! Bodh 
Raj raised his catapult 

[wanted to stop him but before I could open my mouth there was a 
whizzing sound,and then loud clang as the pebble hit the corrugated éron— 
sheet on the roof, 

‘The tiny beaks vanished. The cooing and tittering ceased, It seemed as if 


154 | Bhisham sanoy 


all the birds had been frightened into silence: 

Bodh Raj Tee fly another pebble. This time it struck the rafter. Bodh Raj 
‘yas proud of his aim; he had missed his target twice and was very angry with 
himeli: When the chicks peeped over the rim of the nest, Bodh Raj had a 
third try This time the pebble hit the side of the nest— a few straws and bits 
of cortonwoo! fell bat the nest was not dislodged. 

Bodh Raj lifted his eatapul again, Suddenly a lange shadow fitted across 
the room, blocking the light from the ventiltor, Startled we looked up. 
Gazing down at us menacingly was a large kite with its wings outstretched. 

“This must be the kite’ mest, L said. 

No, how can a kite have its nest here? A kite abways makes its mest in a 
twee, This isa myn’ nest? 

The chicks began fluttering their wings and shrieking loudly, We held our 
breath. What would the kite do? 

The kite lefé the ventilator and perched on the rafer. It had fed back its 
wings. It shook its scraguy neck,and peered to the right, and the left 

"The birds’ frightened cries filled the ait, 

“The kite has been coming here every day! suid Bodh Raj 
I realized why broken wings, sernw and bits of bird Hesh 
littered the oer. The kite most have ravaged the nest offen, 
Bodh Raj had not taken his eyes off the kite which 
slowly edging its way cowards the nest-The eres rose to 
a crescendo, 
1 was a bundle of nerves, Whar diffetence did ic make 
‘whether the kite or Bodh Raj killed the myma’s young? Ifthe 
Ikite had nor come Bodh Raj would certainly have made shore work 


oF the nest. 

Bodh Raj raised his catapult and aimed at the kite 

"Don't hit the kite. [t will attack you! I shouted. But Bodh Raj paid 10 
attention. The pebble missed the kite and hit the ceiling, The kite spread ies 
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wings wide and peered down, 
“Let's get out of here? I said, frightened, 


“The kice will eat up the litle ones!"This sounded rather strange: 
coming from him 
Bodh Raj aimed again, The kite left the rafter and spreading 


its wings, flew in a semicircle and alighted on the beam. The 
chicks continued to scream. 

Bodh Raj handed me the catapult and some pebbles from 
his pocket. 


“Aim at the kite, Go on hitting it, Don’t let it sit down? he 
instructed. Then he ran and pulled up a table standing against the wall to the 
middle of the room, 

1 didn’t know how to use the catapult. I tried once, but the kite had left 
the beam and flown to another. 

Bodh Raj brought the table right under the myna’s nest, Then he picked 
up a broken chair and placed it on the table, He climbed on the chair, gently 
lifted dhe nese and slowly stepped down, 

“Let's get out of here! he said, and ran towaris the door. [ followed, 

“We went into the garage. It had only one door and « small window in the 
back wall. A beam ran across its width, 

“The kite can get in here? he said, and climbing on to a box, placed the 
nest on the beam 

The myna’s young had quietened down, Standing on the box Bodh Raj 
had his firse peep into the nest. 1 thoughe that he would pick them both up 
andl put them in his pocket, as he usually did, But after looking at them for a 
long time he said, ‘Bring some water, the chicks ace thirsty, We'll put it, drop 
by drop, into their mouths! 

T brought ghss of water. Both the chicks, beaks open, were panting Bodh 
Raj fed chem with drops of water. He told sne not to touch them, nor did he 
ouch them himself, 
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“How will cheir parents know they are here? | asked, 

“They will look for then” 

We stayed in the garage for a long time, Bodh Raj discussed plans to close 
the ventilator, 6 that the kite would not be able to enter the godown again, 
That evening he talked of nothing else 

When Bodh Raj came the next day, he had neither catapult nor pebbles, 
He carried a bag of seeds. We fed the myna’s young and spent hours watching 
their antics. 


“Tested fom the Hid by. ihm Slo 
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Subhadra Sen Gupta 


DAL DELIGHT 


Sadiq was sitting in his father’ food stall, in a small yall in 
Lucknow, brushing oif fies from a plauer of biryani, when he 


saw a nian in a silk achkan gee off « hore, at their 
door. Two servants followed the man. 
Looks rich, Is he coming here?! Sadiq, wondered. 
Sadiq’s ther Mohamad Qadir looked up from the 
kebabs he was frying on a huge angeethi, as one of the ser 


came up and announced, "Nawab Hasan Ali has arrived? 
The man in silk entered and looked around their small shop, ‘I 


hear you are a famous cook, Mohammad Qadir’ he said in a bored 
sia ie ns eg ies dpe be? 
a “Dal? Just dal?’ che Nawab asked, surprised, 
4 “Lean make biryani and korma and all the usual dishes but you asked me 
ie This? aie sl eae. 
hl it anne dry enti My een ng 
your cooking so much, | expected some new extraordinary dish, 
“But you haven't tasted the dal | make” 
in, Pi ecto tk Wa Wed of al oo 
“Und? 


: “Give me some. Lets see whut’s so special about it) 


*L haven't got any ready now! 
‘What!’ the Nawab said angrily 
“| make my dal shah urad only on order? Qadir said, ‘T use a 


EP gt 
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special mayala, f¢ takes a day to make. If your honour wishes, I'll prepare it 
for tomorrow’ lunch? 

Nawab Hasan Alt agreed reluctndy, I live nearby: You can bring i co any 
house tomorrow’ 

Tan sorry sit, thats nor possible? said Qadir. Sadiq sighed to himself, His 
father was being difficult as usual. His Abbajan lose a lot of customers because 


Ihe was such a fussy eook. And this uawab looked rich. 
Nawab Hasan Ali had never met such a tude cook but he was aks amused. 

“Whats the problem now; Qadir mi 

“Huzoor, to enjoy my dal you will have to come ta my shop. Ie has to be 


eaten immediately. So your he 


your, once T call, you will have to 
“Really? What if Vm Lae! 
Vl throw the dal away or give it to the poor! Qadir replied, diding some 
kebabs into the hot oil with a hiss 
Nawab Hasan Ali shook his head. This Qadir was like no cook he had mes. 


“Ah well! he thought, ‘let taste his dal, maybe it will be worth the wouble. 
"Call me tomorrow when you're ready he suid and left the sta. 
Sadiq sighed with relict. He had been worried that the Nawab would 


lose his temper and leave. Si 


dig knew chat nawabs offen gave generous 


rewards to cooks if they liked a dish, His Abbu had nearly spoile 
everything. Sadiq was rather scared of his father. When Mohammad 


Qailir became angry, the neighbours said, crows flew aay cawing and 


street dogs hid behind trees, [t was lucky that che Nawab had been in a 


good mood 


nd agreed to all Qadir’ conditions. His father was capable of 
refising to cook for the badshah himself if he wasn't aeated well. 

In the evening Sadiq went with his facher to the markec 10 buy the 
ingredients for the dal shabi urad, Only the best would do, of course. Each 
grain of urad ha 


to be perfect, no broken bits, Cinnamon sticks, cardamom, 


corimder, cumin, claves, garlic pou, anions, ginger and turmeric of the 


highest quality, Safron and milk for the fragrant pure ghee. Green, crisp mint 
leaves for the chutney. 


Hasan Al grected them ae dhe vegetable shop."H 
the dal shah urad?™ 
“Aadaaby said Qadir shortly: He didn’t like elking unnecessarily 
\ Sadiq smiled at the man.*Your Nawabstab seems to like eating’ he said. A 
hire Ff “Ah! Doesn'the!’ The man laughed; Tt his greatest habby. He is alwayr'on 
the lookout for new food stalls and ifhe bikes a particular preparation he gives 
fabulous rewards? 
Really? Sadiq asked excited. “What has he given: 


|\, ‘Aadaab, Qadir mia!” one of the servants whe had accompanied Nawab 
os the shopping going for 


y “Well, once he was so pleased by a pasinda and pulso in Aminabad he 
bought the cook a new shop’ 
‘A whole shop!” Sadiq exclaimed wide-eyed. 


“The Nawab is very rich, Last month he gave a diamond ring to a chef foe 
his phirni 

Qadir was calling him, so Sadiq had co leave bur on the way home he 
dreamt of the reward his father could get. He knew thar his father’s dal shahi 
rurad was as good as any palo or pasanda any cook could prepare 

Farly next morning Sadiq set to work with his father. He helped him 


clean the dal, make ghee, grind turmeric, p 


cl and chop the onions, garlic 
and ginger, Then he watched Qadir codk the dal. With the dal, Qadir made 
a light cucumber raita, mint chutney, a vegetable dish of cauliflower and 
potatoes, a plate of creamy and soft kakori kebabs. And, once the Nawab sat 
down to eat, he would serve freshly baked tandoori rotis. For dessert there 
were bowls of phirni. Sadiq had sneaked a quick uste of the dal when his 
father wasn't looking. It rsted utterly delicious, It was the secret musala that 
sade all the difference 

Everything was ready: the dal in the handi was bubbling gently on the 
angecthi; balls of dough moist and ready to be slapped into rotis; the salt 
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cooling in an earthen bowl, Qadir turned (@ his son, Go call the Nawab beta 


\ I'm ready to serve hinch? 
Sadiq ran all the way to Nawab Hasan Ali’s hayeli, He reached the house 
a Hasan Ali looked down at Sadiq." Who?"Then he seemed to remember.‘Ah. 
yes, che dal.’ 


The green kite is about to eut it? 
Hasin Ali hurriedly pulled at his kite. ‘Just you wait, groen kite! I'l gee 


you!’ he shouted. 
‘Nawabs 
food is waiting’ 


ab... Sadiq interrupted, worried about his father’s temper. ‘The 


‘Yes, yes) Hasan Ali stid, irritated. Tell your father to wait, Can't you see 
iy kite is danger?” 
‘Ruin slong, boy? one of his friends said impatiently. “Can't you see 
Jawabsaab is busy 
Tot the dal. Sadiq gave up and sadly walked away. All his dreams were 
fading away, He knew whut would happen. He knew his Abbus temper. The 
momnent Qadir heard that the Nawab preferred ro fly kites to tasting his dal, 
he would fly into a rage and give the handi of dal to the first hear. They 
could forget about the reward, Sadiq felt like crying. 
(On reaching home he looked up. The Nav 


b's hite was ying overhead, 
\ And his friend Aman was Dying a kite from his rooftop across the lane. 
\\DSucddenly a wonderful idea struck Sadiq, He ran to Aman’s rooftap. ‘Aman, 
‘do me a favour! See that blue-and-silver kite? Cur it. Fat!” 


‘Sure. No problem) said Aman grinning. He was a chanipion kite flier. 
He made a special kite string with a layer of ground glass that conld cut 
through anything 

Sadiq) raced back to the Nawabs house. He ran up the stairs and reached! 
the mof just os Aman had positioned his kite directly above the Nawab’. 
Aman gave a sharp tug. ‘Ob no!” Hasan Ali groaned in dismay as his kite was 
fed down towards the ground. 

*Huzoor..! Sadiq said, "the food is waiting, The dal is delicious’ 

“Oh yes, yes!"Phe Nawab suddenly remembered the special da 

“Now the kite gone, lets go and cat? 

Sadiq caced ahead, his heare thumping nervoush: ‘Oh Allah! he prayed, 
“don’t let Abbu lose his temper. Please, dontt let it be too late! 

The Nawab and his friends entered the stall.'The best room had been 
readied for them. As they sat dewn on the carpet, Qadir came in with the dal 
and Sadiq followed with piping hot rotis dripping with butter. — 

Sadiq held his breath as Nawab Hasan Ali broke 2 piece of roti, dipped it 
in the dal shabi urad, put it in his mouth, chewed slowly and then closed his 
eyes.‘Ah!’ he said sofily, Sadiq let go of his breath, 


cut and wa 


‘The Nawab dipped a second piece of roti in the dal, scooped some raita 
avoured it and suid, “Wah! Qadir mia, your dal shahi urad is tray 
heavenly! I have never tasted anything better, Even a roganjosh pales before 
it! After a few more snouthfuls, Hasan Ali continued, “You deserve a reward. 
Tell me what would you like? 

For the first time that day Mohammad Qadir smiled. would like eo have 
a bigger food stall, huzoor. Near the Imambara! 

“Done!” said Hasan Ali dipping into the vegetable and helping himself to a 
kkakori kebab, He called one of his servants, The servant bowed and put a bag 
full of money in Qadir's hand.“ This should be enough for your new shop! said = 
[Nava Hasan Ali.'Now give me some more of your dal shahi uead and a ros” 

Watching his father serve the Nawab and his guests Sadiq. grinned to 


with it, 
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Inmself: Now they would be rich. Later, he would tell his Abbu how he 
tricked the Nawab into coming on time. He knew bis Abbu would Lugh and 
aybe a whole mohur, With 3t he and Aman could 
buy kites and tops in che marker and trear themselves to kulfi and falood 


give him some money, 


Ay Nawab Hasan Ali ate and ate, Sadiq smiled and smiled, 


IMtasrated by Viley Arps 


Poile Sengupta 


THE LIGHTS CHANGED 


1 iad meant it asa joke.A joke made up for a small 
bboy who sold newspapers atthe Janpath crossing 
Every time I eyeled past he would run afer me, 
holding out the English paper and screaming out 
the evening’ headlines in a mixture of Hindi and 

English, This time, | stopped by the pavement and asked for the Hindi paper. 

His mouth fell open.'You mean you know Hlindi?”he asked. "OF course I said 

“Why? What did you think?” 

He paused. But you Tock so...0 angrez; he said.’ You mean you can even. 
read Hindi?” 

“OF course I can} I sid, this time a Tie impatiendy."l can speak, read and 
\Write Hindi, Hindi is one of the subjects I study in school. 

“Subjects? he asked. How could I explain what a subject was to someone 
‘who had never been to school? “Well, itis something..1 began, bat the lights 
changed, and the honking behind me grew a hundredfold, and L let myself be 
pushed along with the rest of the trafic 

‘The next day he was there again, smiling at me and holding out a Hindi 
paper.‘Bhaiyys’ he said, ‘aap kx akhbase Ab bathsaiye yes subject kya cher: hai?” 
‘The English word sounded so strange on his tongue. It sojinded like its other 
meaning in English—to be ruled by someone else. = 

“Oh its just something to study’ I said, And then because the red light had 
‘come on, [asked him, “Have you ever been to school?” 

“Never! he answered. And he added proudly'I began working when I was 
so high? He measured himself against my eycle-seat, ‘First my mother used 


to come with me but now I can do it all alone? 

“Where is your mother now?’ I asked, but then the lights changed and 1 
‘was off heard him yell from somewhere behind me,‘She'sin Meerut with..! 
"The rest was drowned out, 

‘My name is Samir! he said the next day. And very shyly he asked, 
“What's yours?” 

Ie was incredible. My bicycle wobbled.'My name is Samir too! I said. 

“What? His eyes lt up. 

“Yes! [ grinned. ‘Ie another name for Hanuman, you know" 

‘So now you are Sannir and I’m Samir doy he said ¢riumphantly. 


The Lights changed 


“Something like that} Tansweved and then { held out my hand.*Haauh milo, 
Samir do! 

His hand nestled in mine like a litte bird. I could still feel its warmth as 1 
eyeled away. 

‘The next day, he did not have his usual smile for me. There is trouble in 
Meerut, he said. Many Muslims are being killed theve in the riots! 

Tooked at his headtines, Communal Riots, t blazed, 

“But Samir... 1 began 

‘V'm a Muslim Samir’ he said in answer. ‘And all my people are in 
Meerut! His eyes filled with tears and when I touched his shoulder, he 
would not look up. 

He was not at the crossing the following day. Nor the day afer that, or 
ever again, Aud uo newypaper, in English or Hindi, can cell me where my 
Samir do has gone. 


Mluseered by Subir Roy 
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Vika 


m Seth 


THE ELEPHANT AND THE TRAGOPAN 


Ine Binge Vey, broad 
cand green, 
Where nether It nr fel se, 
Thee bao, ike distant ann, 
Ie gold at ded fue a dae, 
Where rhododendron frets crown 
The hills, and wander halfieay down 
1h scare blssom, where each year 
A dozen sy black bears appear 
Where a old river, filmed with ie, 
Sistas «ror panaise, 
Aw elephant and tagopare 
Discsed the flow crate, mal) 


“The tnagopa Tse week ad cand 
‘The ram fons another bind 

Most probly a us wr spar 
Sch binds have gossip ie their marrow 
Tha man had hatched a crazy scheme 
“Ts mae thet land aed dame die steam, 
1, flood the carh on which they sobd, 
Anil atthe woods down for their 090d 
The dragon, good-natured pheasant, 
A mille shocked by this unpleasant 


em if quite unikely news 

Had scureied off test che views 

Of his shane ond patient fiend, 

The elephant, whe in the end 

Had swung his srunk, fom side to side 
With gravitas, and dus replied: 

Wo told you? Al, the quait—oh ell, 
rather dowht—but who cat rll? 

T would suggest we wait and see 

Now would you care to have some fea? 
‘Grunt! gnaut" the agopan agreed 
“That is exactly what 1 weed. 

And if you have a bamboo shoot 

(Or fash ouk-leaves or ginseng-root— 
Something thats crunchy but not pricy. 
1 eel tke biting something quick" 

The elephant fist brewed the rea 

In silenc, then said careily: 

“Now let me sine what can get yo. 
{fear this rumour has upset you 

Your breast Fooks reer than before 

ao nfl down. Her, let me por’ 

He drew lukersann gallon up 

‘His teva, sd poured his fiend a cup 


A week passed, and the tagopan 
One morning read the news and ran 
In panie downs the forest floor 

‘15 mect the elephant once more 

A cubereporter bison calf 

Who wrote fov Bingle Telegraph 

Had just confirmed the flail fet 
I language chilling an exact. 

“Here, read it! ssid the tnagop, 
And so the elephant began: 

“Bingle. 5th April, Saturday 

Reliable informants say 

That the Great Bigshot Number One 
Stiri Padma Bhushan Gobsrdian 
And the Mon-Cownal of this stare, 
Intening tale 
The water shortage in the tour 
Aeros ur ridge and ten niles dou, 
Have spent three catlads of mpecs 
So fr upon consultants! fees— 
Whose task is suifly 10 appraise 


Efciens, cheap and speedy ways 
To dam eur sven, ete Le, 
Aud blast tonnel haowgh 0 take 
Sufcene woter to supply 

The houses that men wep? 


"What do you think,’ the tagopan 
Burst out, ‘about this wicked plan 


To tur our valley be and browne 


will not take this tying down, 
TH duck at them. PN flap my wings 
Fell yon, will do sce thinge— 
What they are yet Ido not know, 
But, take my word, F mea 10 show 
‘Those odious leumans shat fe 
And the Great Partridge will reveal 
That Parirdee, dueling in the sky, 
Wi looks down on us from on high— 
‘He will reveal 10 us the way — 

So kneel with me and let us pap? 


‘The elephant said, ‘Let me think. 
Bajo we pray, let's have a drink 

Some bamboo winue—perhaps some tea?” 
Na, no} the bind said mgr, 

"Twill wot. give into distraction. 


This isn't time for tea but action. 
The wailed horns upon bis head 
‘Sid upright in an angey te. 
‘The elephant suid nothing: he 


Surveyed the landscape thowelflly 
And Slapped bis car like are fan 


To cool she angry tragopan. 


“Tes infamous, Fou’ he said, 
“Bur we have got to use our had, 
Praying may help ts—toho can ell? — 
Bit they, ofcourse, have gods ac wel, 
would endeavor ro maintain 
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‘ur plans or a terrestrial plane, ‘The tout said they were unconcerned 


Whar F suggest is we convoke Hf the whole banboo forest burned 
‘The Bewsly Board of Forest Folk So long as they had space 16 swinn 

For fll meeting to discuss ‘The mya joked, the boars looked grim, 
“The wont that ean ovcur tous “They takes for Hours, andar the close 
And so, that evening, all the creatures At last the elephant arose, 

—With tusks or gills or other features — And with a modest trumpetcil 


‘Mer at the rive 


edge to pla row the attention of them al 

Hew they wight outmanoewne man. 

Gibbons and sires, snaltes, wild dogs, ‘O Beasts of Binge gathered round, 
Dewy and wacaques, three types of fogs, ‘Though in er search for common grond 
Porcupine, eagles, tot, wags Luv not dream of rarity 

Civer eats sparnins, boars and quails, hope eur views may reach proximity, 
Bloodsucking leeches, mild-eyed newts, speak 10 you as one whose glan 

‘An leopands in their spotted swits— Has served and therefore studied man 
‘Stated their stances, asked their questions 
And made their nsanifold suggestions. Practicat-minded and capricious, 


He is. « creatine mild and vicious, 


Some predator: drooled atthe sight, ‘Loving and bal, sane and mia, 
But did not act on appetite ‘The good as puzzling as the bad. 
The leopards did not kill the deer. "The sticky centre of this mess 

The smaller binds evinced no fear Is an uneasy sefishmess 

Fach eqele claw satin its glove. ‘He rips our flesh and tears our sin 
“The mood was true, if mot quite love. For doth without, for food within, 
At meetings of the Beasty Board “The leopard’s spots are histo wear 
Eating each other was outlawed. Our ivory unknots fs hae 


“The tnagopan fils o fs gun, 

“The arguments ew sharp and heated, He shots she fying fi orf. 
Some views advanced, and some retreated, The Mack bear dances to is win. 
Some feared 1 starve, and some to drown. My oun tame cousins slave for him 
Some said they should attack the town. Yer we who give him work and food 
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Hee never earned fis, gratitude. Anu let me say shist0 the trout— 
He grasps oe substance as of right The bamoo wil be slashed, mo doubt, 
1 quench and spur his appetite, Ani what the ragopan and 1 
Nor uill he ani ns truce o race elih cea, wll bur ali 
"vest secre in ay place. hat what will happen to your steam? 
Sometimes he worships sas Gods efowe the reservoir, your dream 
Or sings of us at Kseddfds, Of endless space, can come about, 
On fashions fables, myths, and stories The soot and fs will souff you ome 
1 celebrate our deeds an eloies What ells for us is your our bel vs 
And yet, despite his file fuss, And silo tet me tel 
We has fe ory ered for us? The keopas who may fancy here 
He sees the planet a his fief A foresfil of eine deer— 
Where every air oF drop 0 leaf Afier your happy, passing sagen, 
Or seed or blade or grin of sand You a0 wl ave to fle font water 
1s destined for his mouth oF hand Yin will he homeless, lke us al 
We hei hist, we se thist— 1 is this fare we mst forestall 
or ofall eootures, mam somes fist. So let. me say to every single 
Ihe woes room, thes we mst fl Endangered denizen of Binge 
And if he leungers, we must die We must nite in five and feather — 

“Think what will happen, when or we wil lve or die together? 

his sheme 
“To tame our valley and our steam All this made such enormous sense 
Bigins to thre its way across ‘That all except the rater dense 
“These gente slopes of fern and mass Gey peacack- pheasants burst out chvering 
With ase, explosive, aed machine The ponock-pheasant, afer hearing 


Since rhododendron fogs bum green The riotous applause die down, 
“They't all be chopped Jor fewwod— Asked, with an idiotic frown. 


Or logged and smuggled out for good. “Bus what id we plan to do 
A bison calf marked: “knew 
‘Those pexveepheasants 


As every bind and mammal knows, 
Wen the road comes, the forest goes. 


ene half wie, No sanctuary fom bis reed. 


Aral exeryboly joshed and twit asides, the beasts already there 
‘The silly binds nll hey were dam Will ft eth us for fod and a 
“How nypical! How noublesome! Ni we must steuggle for this land 
A monkey said: What augfil taste! Where we have stood and where we stand. 
How graceless andl how inazen-faced, What Lsugyst is that we go 
Wher all of us are clapping paws, 1 the Great Bigshoe down below 
Ts undermine our joint applause" And show hon Sow sefnteret 
Oddy, the elephants the beast And what his conscience saps is est 
Who of theme all was put out feast ‘Both tell hi “Let the valley be 
He flapped his cars and bowed his head. Wi kanows—perhaps he may ane, 
“The pheasants Save a point,’ he said, If nouking ee, to har ws et, 

But we pnut take, without a doubt, 
"Unfortunately! he awent or, Finan data to support our prayer 
"The dys of beasly sremeth ave gone. Aral iy addition must prepare 
He don have mankind on the nen, Some other scheme by which he car 
“Thats why he's done what be has done. Ens more water gets tat — 
Hie can't as someone hove suggested, Bar by the netting of my. tank 
Born down the town. Wed be aresied, Without that we'll be ty sual 
Or maimed or shot or even eaten, 
‘ut Fil aot acept we've heaton Ad 50 it happened a a rally 
Someone suggested hat we le Meander joi fom Bingle Valley 
Anlst up our community 4 few days later, wp and down 
Jn some fer valley where no man The hits towns the human ton 
Has ever inode ever can With trumpet, cackle, grant and hoot 
Sweet the mind though iv may seem, — They harmonised along their rout 
This i, alas, aide dream — Aird ‘Long tive Bingladest* was heard 
For nowhere les beyond man reach From snout of beast and ea of int 
To tar and bred fo ales “Protect our spor the leopards growled 


A ddistant pulley is indeed While the wild dogs and gibtons howled 


“Redress our sad and sorry tal, What sis hing tha’ 
The migedy of Dingle Vile? 
And there, reebreated in the va, What is this beustly 


dnnwing wean? 


(Chck-clucked the gallant tnagopan— ag ary 
Raised high upow she elephant’ neck, Have J gone blind? Or am Ubarsy?—" 
Arad iin him by pad and peck. 


“The only absentees the tows, “és, yes Sir" sal the Number Tina 
Were much relieved to slither out, "L meann, me, ne, Sir—hat¢9 do? 

They asked: How can we wet our gills ‘They've not gone tool the proper cuomnels, 
Clambering up and down those ills? ‘The Protocol Protetion Panels 

‘The jonrmey wil be, fir too rai: Have no idea who they are 

Weld sather spend the time relaving Nor docs the Riffs? Regisnae 

We'll guand the wiley while you plead.’ Irs possible they don't exist? 

“All right, de other beasts agreed. “Well! said the Bigshot, geting pissed, 


stor mot they geting near 
Meanie fm fields and gaes and doors And you'l be Numer Tele, Ufa, 


The villagers came wut i somes Cinless you find ont shat the fuss 
‘Te sve the cavaeade go by 1 all about, and tender us 

Some held their children shoulierchigh Advice om what to say andl do, 

While others chcted «how or gun An dink Ana Bes Now off with yous? 
And drcamed of pork: oF venison — The Nuncer Tivo was almost ying 
But uone Inad seen or even heard He rushed eff with his shirttails fying, 
Of suck honke of beast and bird, Without a commerbivnd or hat, 

And nota bullet oF an arowe And ls bac: ita rte flat, 
“Touched the Teast feiher of sparroue 

So stunned aud stupefied were they, ‘Ol, Bigshot, Sir thanks to your grace, 
‘They even cteered them om ihe wry By which ’o here in setond place, 

Or joined them on the rete © tou— Thanks to your wisdom and your power 


Were the Great Bigshot with «frown Which grows én glory by the hous, 
Said 0 his Ministers, ‘Look here! “Thanks tose faire you've placed in me, 


Uf, 


Which gives me strength to hear and se, 
‘Thanks fo—' Yes, yes? the Bigshot sad, 
“Thanks to my power to at you dead, 
What is it you have come to learn?" 
‘Sir, Sit shey plant) everaum 

Your antes, Sir 10 dam up Binge 

And, Si, 1 sew some prssmen snl 
With the parade to interview 

A clouded leopard and a shrew. 

"The beasts are all agains: your plan 

‘The worst of themes the tagopan 

His eyes are fer, hi breast is ed 

He wears a wattle on his hel 

He looles so angry Love a tach 

‘That he's the leader af the bunch 

And where Vie them, they wernt fa 
Oh Sim—oh ne, Sim—iere they ave!” 


For now « hoolack gibbon’: paw 
Wiss battering on the Bigshot’ door 
And anvils fom far and wide 
Were crowing inom every side 
‘Save Bingle Vlley!' rise the ay 
“Por Bingl ler ws do or die! 


“Wait!” seemed the Bigshot in a tiszy. 
Wait Witt You can’t come in, Lm busy. 
Tin the Great Bigshot Niember One, 
Shri Pada Bhushare Cobardhun, 

1 rule by poplar anointment 

Vou fave 10 meet me by appointment.” 


What nonsense!" ered the tagopan: 
“You toy 00 stop us if you oun 

The Bigshot sensed thir resolution, 
And turned fiom awe t0 vocation, 
“Dear fiends he said, ‘oreflly, 
The matter ia’ up tome = 
What the Mar-Couneil has deemed 
1s not for me to supersede. 

Ie arte 1,0 to speak, presided. 
Bur alt—ad none—of us desided 
That isthe doctrine, don't you see, 
Of joint responsibility 

‘Bue if next year in early fall 

You fill, in sever copies, all 

‘The forms that deal with such a case 
“And bring them over to my place 
Together with she jing fees 

Anil thee tanslations in Chinese, 
The Coun, at my instigation, 
May give them due consideration, 


“Meanie, my fiends since you are here 
A litle early in the year 

No fat of yours, of cours, bu stil 
Te not the best of times 1 wil 

Irite you to mighty feast 

Where every bint and every beast 

Ht sup om simply super Joos 

An lates, if you're in the mood, 

Pease come to hear the speech Vn die 
1 ine this evening ut the 200 


AL this pattie tacless bribe 
A sound 
So threatening thatthe Bigshoe trembled 
Ane sai to all who were assembled. 
“My beastly cones ear wih me 

You are upset, as 1 can se 

1 meant the stad, not the 
He gestured 19 his Number Tivo 


Jom the boastly rie 


Who serawied a meme in his diary 
‘Perhaps an innocent inquiry" 

The a 
Please tellus all, were you aware, 

Sir Bigshot, whem you spoke just now, 
That even if we did somehow 

Fill out your forms and pay your fees, 
Your cure would postdate our disease? 
afore next fall our vlley would 
Have disappeared fr ill or good. 

The remedy that you suggest, 

Ue ight be thou, isnot the best.’ 


phant said, ‘may clear the ai 


A erally look appeared upon 
The Bigshot’ face, ond then wns gone 
“Of course, my fiends, i shipped 

my mind. 
But then, these days, I often 
have 40 many files to read, 
So many seminars to lead, 
So many meetings touted 
So many talks, that in the end 


A miner fact or 1 slips by 

But, elephant, both you and f i 

Appear to wniestand the world. 

And here the Bigshor 
carted 

Around « ttle golden ring 

“This wast umvieldy gathering, 

ear Elephant, is not the place 

Where we can reason, face t0 fue, 

Abvout swat oe or should be done. 

Hie should discuss this one on ane. 

1h he quite fank, your deputation 

‘Has wot filed me with fond elation 

Tl them to leaves 1 cose the doo, 

And we'll continue as before" 


neers 


Alshovgh the osierbeusts agreed, 
The elephant declared: TH need 
My secretary and mahout 

ty 
Like all the rst, he's left the noon, 
Bar he cas come back, I presume, 
There’ two of you and one of me— 
So L expect that you'll qgre. 
The Bigshot wodded: ‘Call the man, 
Quick at a quark the tragopan 

Opened the door and strated in 

To greet his buy with a grin. 

The Bigshot and his Number Too 

Scuuded as hey muna, How d' you do?" 


lp me sore this mattr out 
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Tea came; the Bigshot looked benign 
“Mik?! Thanks ‘And sugor?One ine? 
“1s not too strong?" like mine weak! 
AC last the moment came to speak. 

“Yow se, goad beasts the Bigshot said, 
"We need your wster—or we're dead 

1 for the people that fact, 

The eves inst di, ne tha’ a fact 
Beliene 
Will only lead 0 worse fastation 
Go back, esr beasts to Bingle now. 


all your agitation 


Wiel relocate you all somehow 


* 
In quarters of a ceriain size’ 


Innmediatey, he tmagopan 
Palled ut his papers, and began, 

Wish fact anit query and suggestion, 

“Ta give the Bigshot indigestion, 

"Ye say the fount is shor of water, 

Yer a the weiding of your daughter 

The whole municipal supply 

Has poured pom your lawns, Well, why? 
Ann sey isi that Ministers Halt 

And Balu’ Bartow driv sei fill 
‘Throng every season, dey or wet, 

Wess all the common people get 

Is water on alternate days? 

At least, thats what my date says 

And every gure has heer clerked. 


6, Bigshot, wuld’ you expect 
A radical rediseibusio, 
Would help provide « just solution?” 


‘The Bigshot’ placid face 
He tumed to Number Tivo and said 


ew red. 


Ti « low eve: Thi agitator 
1: dangerous. Deal wit hin late 

“Then, taming to the elephant, 

He murmured swe, be Blunt. 
‘Yur friend's sugestion is quite chaning, 
But bi ives alarming 

Reeisribute it nght and day 
Redisribwe it all away, 

Ration cach drop, and youl til id 
Demand wil leave supply behind.” 


The elephant fist sipped his tea, 
Then ate a biscuit lism, 

Then shook his head from side wo side 
And, having cleared his trunk, replied: 
‘Wall, even as regards supply, 

1 do not see the reason why 

Yiow do not use what lies to hand 
afore you try to dam our land. 

vere my short wall ough this town 
Shows me how everything's nan dawn 


using your iong administration. 
Your pipes ary wnt for renovation, 
Yor storage tanks corrode and leak: 
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The vals are loose, the wvishers weak, — Hho avsh to dans or lag or clear 

Toe seen the water gushing out Or build —will come (9 me, Hf, 

From every resermir and spot on votes fom thase who dink my schemes 
Repair them: wil cost far ess Wall sansfytheiy thirsty dreams. 

Than driving we t0 homeleseness 1 mot just water tat must fret 

By Wasting tunnels through our hills Out of the hills shrowgh ingle Tanne, 
And bloaiag your constmuction bill, ‘Do animals hav. fies or voses— 

Bur tha’ just one of many things: Or anything int wocal throats? 


Plant tes; revive your wells and springs. Will you help me ger recletod? 
Guide fim your rofs the monsoon min You're spec 


ust as L suspected. 


Into great tanks to use again. Le tried 10 tall things out with you 
Reduce your runoff and your wnste Now’ f wil ill you what to do: 
Rater than wl unbly haste Life up your stupid tank and sign 
Desteoying beuty which, once gone, This waiver om the dotted line. 

The world will never Took upon. Give up all rights in Bile Vite 
The elephant, now overcome Fes fro fete, tsk oF til 

With deep emotion, brushed a enum —— Say since you're now inthe know, 
Of chocatate biscuit off his tow, Lean afd 0 fet you go, 


Your fiend will never leave this ror. 
“Dee chap’ the Bigshot ssid, ‘Somehow — The tropan has found his tomb, 


1 dink you Jai compreend “As for yousaf, my Number Tv 
Whar rally maters in the end, il soon escort yet 0 the 200, 

‘The openttve word és Vines, Fron this the other beasts will fear 
And next 9 that comes Rupeesnores. Your las are ours to slash and torn 
Your plans donot appeal to me And anyone defying man 

Because, dear chap, 1 fail 10 see Will bea second tragopan. 

How they will help me gather either’ Hl igled we ditt, and padded 
He géeeled, ther continued: ‘Neither Hix checks with ti, an gently added 


‘The charming cheques that generous finns ‘But if you go cahoots with me 
With sd the Council comes to terms A spare your rend anu set yen fice? 


178 | visram seen 


He stroked his ring ‘And It 
make sure 

Yio tbe sy— provided fon? 

Before you could say “Pheasant stew" 

‘The servile hands of Number Tivo 

Gaasped the binds collar in vic 

‘Te elephant went cold as ice 

"To sce his. friend ery out in toro 

He would have signed the form in error 

Had not the tragopan cried out: 

‘Don't sign. Gock, Gock.'And at his shout 

‘The Bigshor’s son came mining in 

And strck the henelinan on the cin 


While the fited killer squeuted and glared, 


For a long time she Smallfry stared 


Wil indignation at his father 

‘Papa — he said, ‘L would much 
rather | 

Give up my place as Number Three 

‘Than countenance such teachery 

Way ca we let the valley toe? 

“Those who succeed us won forgive 

‘The Rape of Bingle. I recall! 

‘The Smallry sighed, when Tas small 

You sei take me walking there 

With Mama in the open aie 

For me, « dusty city boy, 

Ii wat a dream of peace and joy. 

Along safe paths wetd walle; deer 


Might unexpectedly appear 
Among te bamboos and the moss 
And raise its velvet ears sad 1088 

ts startled head and bound ary 

Once 1 sae leopard cuts at play 

And heard the mother’s warning cong 
Before you quickly marched me off 
Until this day there's not a single 
House or hut or field in Binge 

‘Hew many worlds like this remain 

"To fe our hears from noise aed pain? 
And is this lovely frail vision 

"Tbe destroyed by your decision? 

Ad do you now propose to make 
tunnel, dam, and pleasure lake 

With canvas and motonboats 

And tourists at each others throats, 
Loudspeakers shops, h 
And feris wheels and forest fires? 

As the roads come, the trees will ga 
Do villagers und Bingle know 
Wat's going 10 happen 10 their lands? 
Are they too esting from your hands? 
Thad gone morellng on the day 


The Council met and signed away 
The Bingle Bills U know you signed — 
But wiry can you not change your mind? 
You ral of sarc and glory. 

Your setions tell different stor. 


‘Do you expect me to respect you— 


(Or decent folks motto detect you? 
Where you have pt, must naan exe, 
Feared, hated, and despised by all? 
Don't sign, dear Elephant, don't sig. 
Dow's toe my wretched father’ bine. 

Dear Tragopan, do wot despair 

Don't yield the strugele in mideai 

PH lp your cause, And as for you— 
(He turned towards the Number Tivo) 
“This tne your chin, next time your head 
Rubin his fists, the Smallfry said, 


The Number Tie lay on the ground. 
A suivelling, roveling,suarting sound 
Onzed from his that, The Bigshot stood 
As rigid as a Mock of wood. 

He tried to speak; no words came out 
‘Then with an eerie strangled shout 

He uatered: You malignant pup! 

1s this the way T've brought you up? 
Whe aid you lar your Biber Wading? 
Your jlly-livered ju 
Your education's made you weak— 

A o-goot, mattering naturefreak 
Who snorkelled half his life away. 
Wo asked you to go off that day? 
You've been fronght up in privilege 
With Coc Cala in your fridge 

And licks in and out of season, 

How dave you now descend to treason? 


iabbering? 


Ay 


(One day all thie would ave been yours— 
These antlers and these heads of boas, 
This office and these silevr plates, 
These luminous glass papenveighs 
My voting bank, my Number Gane 
My, files, my fortune, aed my fame 
Thad a dreane my only som 

Would follow me as Number One 

1 had been grooming you to he 

A Bigger Bigshot afer me. 

Yi mught have been a higher hero 
And risen to be Number Zero— 

‘But now, get out! You're fn digg, 
He said, ad struck the Sonali’ fae 


The Smal, bleeding from the nose, 
Fall, ad the Number Tvo arose, 

Andi slobbering over the Bigshor'’s hand 
Called bins the saviow of the land. 
Ar this, the elephant got mad 

Abd, putting down the pen he had 
(Clasped in his true to sign, insead 
Poured the whole teapot om slie head. 
The water ina boiling are 

Splashed down upow its double-mare 
The Bigshot and his henchman howle 
The tragopan gook-gocked and sco 
“You warmed ware; here's your share! 


d, 


Ther quands came in fiom everywticre— 
And animals same ia a5 well— 


any, 


oe 


All was confi: and pel-mell 

While news-reporters clicked and 
whined 

At tinh of man aid wing of bind 

‘The eephane stayed very sill. 

‘The tagopan neshed round—unt 

Provoked by a pemicious peck, 

The Bigshot wrung its litle neck, 


‘The tragopan collapsed and cred 
‘Gack, go! and rolled his eyes and died. 
He died before he comprehended 
His rzansent span om enrth had ended— 


Nor could he mise @ plaintive «ry 

Ts the Great Parad in the sy 
Whase head is wrapped in golden ganze 
“To tale his sprit in His claws 


What happened happened very fst 

‘The mélée was put down at last. 

‘The Smalley cried out when he found 
“The pheasant stretched out on the ground 
‘The Bigshot too began repenting 

Whe he saw everyone lamenting 

‘The martyrs selfless sacrifice, 

He had the body laid on ie, 

Draped in the sate flag, and arnayed 
Wits cheeron, seutcheon, and cockade— 
And al the townafolleexnse to san 

The features of the imgopan. 


Four ingles played “Abide with Me's 
Four matrons wept om a settee; 

Four brigadiers with visage grim 
Threw cornflakes and puffed vce 0 him 
Four schoo(gins robe the tagopan 
Of fathers for a talisman 

And everyone stood round and kept 
Long vigil hile the er step. 


A long, alas, final sleep! 
©, Bleplians, long may you weep. 
©, Blephiant, ong may you mourn. 
‘This isa night that knows mo dawn. 
Ah! every Binge eye is bred 
Wit sorrow for its hero-bird 

And every Bingle hea in grief 
Tums 10 ts fellow jor vel 

Alas for Bingle! Who will lad 

The stmgale in its hour of ned? 

Is tthe gvief-bowed elephart 

Who mow must bear the beastly brunt? 
Or will he gallant martyr bind 

Ire deat if notin lif he Head? 

Dare the egregious Bigshot mock 

The ery, ‘Save Bingle! God, gock, gock!” 
And can a ghostly Tragopan 

Help to attain a Binele Ban? 


For it undoubtedly teas tre 
That suddenly the whole stare knew 


= 
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OF Binge Villey and the tele About this vinor missing tink. 
“That ended in the fatal peck, Br if he likes them, hte can thine 

And panegyric to the pheasant Of five or seven that will do 
dhs prose are verse were omnipresent. As quasi-mions here are wo: 
Siugestons for a cenotaph The first i shat you never know 
Appeared in Bingle Telegraph Just wher your Suck may bre, and so 


And sevens human papers to0 ou may’ as well or for your case 
Divwussed the mater through and through, Een widhout overt applause; 


‘The water problem in the sate ‘You might, in fie, achiewe your end 
‘Became a topic for debate, The second is that you'l fin fiends 
“The Bigshot, smgting wih the flood, Ire the most unexpected places 

Wis splashed with editorial mud, Hiden anuong wafer face — 

Thew intellectuals began or Smallfry swim in every pond, 


‘fe analyse the tragopan. FBven the Dokdruns of Despond. 
Has he a othead or a many? 


A compramiser or taraar? And so 11 end the story here. 
A balanced and static planner Wha eto come is il undese 
Or an wotbinking projet-banner? Whether the fates will smile of frown, 
Ie seemed cht nobody could cell. And. Bingle Vile survive or drown, 
And mayhe that war just as well— Td not kon snd canta 
For mystery matched with exentrcty Indeed, perhaps never may 
Proves te grit for gvet publi, hope, of cone, the beasts we've met 
And myths of Resible mension Will sve dir ise wale yet 
Ar apr 0 cal forth les dissension ‘The solution of tir plight gy 

1s forthe world, not me, 
This tale without ours to wnite 


T hope the wealer will wot quarrel 


Kalpana Swaminathan 


FROM 


THE TRUE ADVENTURES OF PRINCE TEENTANG 


Once upon a time, not so very long ago, there was born in the 
kingdom of Tintoor, a prince who had three legs. His arrival 
was greeted with great rejoicing, for though the king and the 
queen had five other children, they were ordinary childrea 
with two legs each. The proud parents named the new 
prince Teentang, 

The Queen declared a National Holiday Week and the 
people were commanded to make merry. As the poor folk of 
Tintoor seldom had a holiday, they needed no second bidding, and downed 
their tools with great haste lest the Queen change her mind. Further in a rare 
burse of generosity, the King ordered wages to be raised by one coin, 
minimizing his rashness however, by making this coin the smallest of the 
realm. The people of Tintoor spent that extza coin (and several more besides) 

in journeying to the Palace gates to catch a glimpse of their new prince, 

Ie was the custom in that kingdom to display a life-size portrait of every 
new-born Royal Baby on the Palace gates. Now you niust know that the 
portrait of Teentang was one of a set af twelve giffed to Their Royal Majesties 
on their wedding day by the Palace Artist, for it was usual for all Royal Babics 
to be painted well im advance of their arrival. The Palace Artist had been 
congratulated on the first five portraits which were considered very good 
likenesses. This was perfectly true because one baby looks very much like 
another, unlew he happens to be special ike Teentang. When he heard of the 
arrival of Teentang, the Palace Artist (who had! wot predicted the baby’s thind 


le trembled for his neck—and he would have lost at too—but 
for his daughter, who stole into the Portrait Gallery in the dead 
oF night, and with infinite resouree, painted a blanket of royal bhoe 
all around Teentang’s chubby legs. 

When the portraic wis unveiled the next morning, thes 
Jou acclaim, for the royal baby wrapped in his blue blanket, was a 
perfect likeness of Teentang,'The King gave the Artist a whole bushel 
of coal (taking the tally up to a ton and a half). Palyce rates were a 


bushel a portrait—more generous monarchs would have paid in gold. 
“The Ants his neck secure, wheeled tae coal home jaunty till he caught 
sight of his daughter waiting; eagerly at die gate. Poor girl! She had been 
hoping for grain this time! With a heavy sgh, she dipped the barrow of 
tuseles coal into the last of their coal bins—what indeed is the use of Lighting 
a stove when you have nothing to cook on it? 


“Teentang groms ap te the Palace bellng against his nappies of Benaras silk his crystal 
bole 


f nectar and his golden hoop. He prefeas she patched parts shat belong 1 the 
Gardeners Boy—acith an extra leg sewn on, these are a great improvement om the 
Palace wandvobe, His cates fail wo teach fin the alphabet, andthe King sends forthe 
Learned Professor. But these venerable men and wovnen, touched by a sunbeam, dace 
‘out ofthe Palace to fly a ite a Hawa Fil Teentang, saddened by the jy of the word 
ouside the Palace, resolves to iscover the wuld fr himself. 

When the King and the Queen hear that Reman has driven any the Losmed 
Professors witout leaming to ad, they are furious They ioue Royal Edict that 
“Txnuang isto be lefi Severely Alone. They ako bestow on ‘eentang new ti 


“fin mow 


on he wit he called His Royal Liailty The King and she Queen sunnion Pariamont 
‘he wery next morning to decide What Mhust Be Done About His Royal Liab. 


Meanwhile in the Palace, Parliament did not adjourn for lunch, but the 
people ate out of litle bays and tin boxes, while the King, the Queen and 
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their Ministers who could not eat out of paper bags because of Dignity, grew 
hungrier, and angrier. The Queen was growing giddy fiom the delicious 
‘whiffsthac wafted up to her, Finally, as the Palace Carpenter in the fourth row 
peeled an orange, its sharp scent quite vanquished the Queen and she fainted 
with a loud thud, 

In the confusion that followed, with the ladies-in-waiting sprinkling water 
(with the garden hose, which was handy, just outside the window on the lawn), 
and four stout stretcher-bearers being recruited from the cooks in the back 
row, there were a good many paper bags abandoned on the benches, and these 
‘were defily retrieved by the Prime Minister, a man renowned for his strategy. 

The King and his Cabinet reffeshed themselves with several furtive 
bites (unobserved except by the Gardeners Boy, who lived to tell the tale to 
his grandchildren). 

Greatly reffeshed, the King addressed himself to the business at hand with 
verve. Flinging his velvet train over his left shoulder, he banged the seeptre on 
his throne of beaten gold. 

“We have decided!’ he roared, 

Seventy thousand paper bags immediately stopped rustling, The Chancellor 
dropped the pin he had been picking his teeth with, and the entire assembly 
heard it fall. 

“We have decided; repeated the King, in a sort of ftiendly growl, ‘what 
must be done about His Royal Liability. As it seems impossible for him to 
learn his letters, we have decided that he must be taught a‘Trade!’ 

There was tremendous applause. Several tradesmen were seen to mop 
their brows, loosen their collars and check whether their heads were 
firmly glued on, 

‘The Prime Minister now tose to read the list of Trades. There were thirey- 
five thousand Trades in all, so everybody had a comfortable nap excepr the 
Prime Minister, and the thirty-five thousand Tradesmen who had co keep 
awake to answer the roll-call or forfeit their necks, 
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‘Now; Your Majesty’ said the Prime Minister, with « gentle prod, as the 
thirty-five thousandth Tradesman sat down, “which of these Trades do you 
choose for His Royal Liability?” 

‘The King, who had awakened all rosy and beneficent, took 
a lite time to consider. ‘Let the Prince choose!” he cried 
expansively. Produce him!" 

Fifty courtiers rushed off in fifty directions to find 
‘Teentang, They spent an hour searching for him, but of 


course, Teentang was nowhere to be found. They wasted 
another half an hour drawing lors 1 decide who 
should inform the King that he was one 
Liability shore. 
“Whascaa-sat!” roared the King. 
‘The Prine Minister grew pale in 
‘consternation and summoned the 
Chief of Police 
The Chief of Police— 
Dagad was his name—was 
swaggering want ofa man with the 
most treniendous -moustachios, 
Criminals turned white and 
shrivelled under 


steely ware. Hs 
policemen obeyed him blindly, by iastinet. Nobody, within boing anemory, 
lad heard hin speak a word, which was just as well, for this enormous man 
had a tiny treble voiee snore fic fora tied cat than a policeman, His mother 
had lavished ‘Throat Pastilles and Strengthening Foods on him: the 

strengthened everything about 
tw the 200, for she had begged the Lion to take him on as an apprentice. The 
Lion was so disgusted with dhe mew chat che boy produced in response this 
Best Roar that he buffeted him hard with his paw.This enraged Dagad who 


except his voice. In despair, she sent him 
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picked up the Lion by his mane and shook him so violently that bis old 
yellow teeth ratled in his jaws. Nobody can tell what would have happened 
next if the Zoo Keeper (who had an old score to settle with the Lion) had 
not come running with the hose and doused the two heroes completely: The 
vanquished Lion regarded his apprentice with new respect, for Lions always 
admire courage even when they lack it themselves. The Keeper wa so thrilled 
to see the Lion discomfited that he commended Dagad’s strength and courage 
publicly, and the Police snapped him up at once as a recruit 

By dint of his dauntless deeds, and also his moustachins, Dagad soon 
became Chief, His voice was one of the best kept seerets in the kingdom. At 
this moment his silence stood him in good stead, 


hm hs "ig Tra Nt apd un 
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yeu et 190, 


BLK, Nanay 190626) Send rel (998), Napa israel ale y Gahan Gre a 
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rh Joo 1937- Juhi ha rae ne 150 book aa om any aa indi he eens 
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ot Olympic Heh wake! ta independ ser neyo and weeny 3 
Seca desir! a. He ht bis cn dng i, Ari, 
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[Dannyani Sharma k= Afr galanin on dh Cll of An, Deli Shahn ber Mier bok 
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